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DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


CHAPTER I 


URSE MARY stood in one of the side verandahs of a 
large military hospital in Bangalore. Her bedroom 
opened into the verandah. She had come off night duty 
and was at liberty to turn in under the mosquito curtains 
as soon as she pleased. 

The morning sun shone on the masses of scarlet blossom 
with which the flamboyant poinciana trees were laden ; but 
she was not thinking of the gorgeous display of royal colour 
so lavishly spread out before her. Her eyes were filled with 
mental visions suddenly called forth from the storehouse of 
the brain by a piece of news she had heard within the last ten 
minutes. 

On coming off duty she had met Jimmy Dumbarton, one 
of the Resident Medical Officers. She knew him well, 
having travelled out to India with him some time before. 

At that period the war had just broken out, and the pesti- 
ferous undersea boat had not begun its barbarous campaign. 
The autumn of 1914 saw the Indian traffic unrestricted ; and 
women and children coming and going as usual through the 
gates of the Kast. 

Jimmy regarded Nurse Mary with a curiously mixed emo- 
tion. He chose to consider himself in love with her. Whe- 
ther this were really the case could only be proved when the 
right girl came along. For the present Jimmy felt comfort- 
ably safe with his affections securely anchored to a woman 
older than himself; a wise, good-natured person who was 
in no danger.of dropping into a sentimental mood, nor of 
taking Jimmy seriously for one moment. 

The link between the two was to be found in Jimmy’s 
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knowledge of a certain episode in Nurse Mary’s life, that was 
not known to any other individual throughout that large 
and busy establishment. He kept her secret faithfully 
and she was deeply grateful. , 

To the world she lived in she was Nurse Mary. If any 
inquisitive person wanted to learn more, she was Nurse Mary 
Hope of the Voluntary Aid Detachment, the V.A.D. Whe- 
ther she was Miss or Mrs. report did not say. If she received 
any letters, they were addressed simply to Nurse Mary Hope ; 
but it was rare indeed that this happened. As she wore no 
wedding ring, it was assumed that she was unmarried. 

Her real name was Rosemary Edenhope and her husband 
was in the Indian Medical Service, the same Service as 
Jimmy Dumbarton. She would not have denied it had 
anyone asked her straight out if such were the case. There 
was nothing she was ashamed ‘of; but for several reasons, 
the chief being that she could not explain why she was living 
apart from her husband, she was desirous of preserving her 
secret from the ears of the prying and inquisitive world. 
Jimmy respected that reason and never revealed the fact 
that Nurse Mary had another identity. 7 
~ * The Commandant has got his leave at last,”’ announced 
Jimmy, stopping in front of Nurse Mary as she moved 
through the great central hall on her way to her quarters. 

“Ym glad,” she replied warmly. ‘“ He wants leave 
badly. I’ve been afraid lately that he would break down 
before he could get away. He never spares himself.”’ 

** He is going straight off home, and by the Mediterranean, 
too. Things are very different there since you and I came 
out. I'll bet he’ll have a lively time being chevied by U- 
boats. Bet you five to one in rupees that he’ll be torpedoed 
either there or in the Channel.”’ 

Nurse Mary smiled as she answered ; ‘*‘ You know I don’t 
bet, Jimmy.” , 

** All right ; of course not! Il book it with myself.” 

He pulled out a fat little note-book and recorded the bet as 
offered by Jimmy and taken by James. An inveterate gam- 
bler was Jimmy by heredity. His safety lay in the fact that 
he had sufficient will power to confine the vice to transac- 
tions between a dual self. Like the card-player who for 
want of a companion plays one hand against the other, he 
betted in all seriousness with himself. To assist in carrying 
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out his little device he kept two banking accounts, one with 
an army agent, the other with a bank. He faithfully paid 
his losses from one account to the other. Jimmy banked 
with the army agent, James with the banking firm, His 
salary was divided between the two. 

He glanced into her eyes as he recorded the bet. Her 
attention wandered and she smothered a yawn. 

‘** Tired ? of course you are after night duty,” he said 
sympathetically. ‘‘ It’s about time you had leave as well as 
the Commandant.” 

** Perhaps,” she assented indifferently. ‘‘ Who is coming 
in the Commandant’s place ?”’ she asked. Jimmy was lost 
in the contemplation of his betting book and made no reply. 
Apparently he had not caught her question. 

‘* Had a bad let down over Erridge’s case. Lost twenty- 
five rupees on it,” he remarked gloomily. 

‘“* T thought Major Erridge was doing so well,”’ she replied 
in surprise. 

“So he is. I put my money on the wrong side; I made 
a bet that he wouldn’t get over the operation.” 

““Oh! Jimmy! you ought not to bet on a man’s death,” 
cried Nurse Mary reproachfully. ‘‘ You were the surgeon 
who performed the operation. The Commandant was very 
pleased with the way you handled it. It’s very wrong of 

ou.” | 

‘** Don’t scold me, dear! It makes me feel so ill.” 

He lowered his voice as he called her dear, but she heard 
him all the same and lifted a warning finger. 

‘* Now, Jimmy ! that’s forbidden !”’ 

“I know it is!’ he replied with every appearance of 
contrition. ‘I don’t mean anything more than the gekko 
means when he is chirruping on the wall. You do know it, 
darling, don’t you?” 

‘* Must I remind you again that I ama married woman ? ” 

‘* It would be as well to do so now and then; or I might be 
following the line taken by the crowd here and think you 
fancy free. However, I shan’t forget it for the future. 
Don’t ‘be surprised, old dear, if I never speak to you 
again.” 

‘** And why are you going to put me into Coventry, may 
I ask ?”’ inquired Nurse Mary. “I shan’t like it, I assure — 
you,” : 
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She was really fond of the boy and accepted his worship, 
with her two years’ seniority, with friendly motherliness. 

‘** Because the new Commandant is to be Colonel Maurice 
Edenhope.”’ 

He watched her with a curious expression of apprehension. 
Had he startled her? Had he hurt herin any way? The 
news affecting her, as he knew it must, would be easier to 
bear coming from him rather than from some stranger. He 
met her glance in warm honest concern, wishing with all his 
heart that he could help her. The eyes that met his, un- 
known to herself, held an expression of anxiety not un- 
mingled with fear. There was no terror, no revulsion. The 
fear partook of the nature of perplexity and dismay. 

If Maurice Edenhope was Commandant of the Hospital 
her position as a V.A.D. nurse under his authority would be 
intolerable. She would have to go. She could not bear it. 
But to go would be to turn her back on her husband. In 
running away to avoid a situation that would be too great 
a strain upon her nerves, she would produce an entirely 
different impression on his mind of her attitude towards 
him from what was really the case. It was not easy to 
command her voice. 

** Are you sure that you are right ? ”’ 

‘* The news has just come to the office by wire,” he replied. 

‘IT thought Colonel Edenhope was still in England,’ she 
said, unaware that in her surprise she had inadvertently 
revealed the fact that she was not in communication with 
her husband. 

‘“* He returned to India by the last trooper and landed in 
Bombay yesterday. I suppose he will have the usual ten 
days’ joining time——” 

‘** Not in these times,” she replied quickly. “If he has 
just come from leave, he will take over charge at once; as 
soon as the mail can bring him down to Bangalore. What 
leave did he have? ”’ 

** Tt was sick leave, I understand.’’ 

** He wasn’t wounded ?”’ she asked. 

‘* No; it was ill-health, I believe. Anyway he is all right 
again now and in the best of health; so report says. Does 
he know you are here ? ”’ : 

66 No.”’ 

Then, as she relapsed into silence, he shook off the serious 
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mood that was foreign to his nature and returned to his 
usual happy irresponsible personality. 

““T say!’ he cried. “I shall have to walk warily or the 
fat will be in the fire before we know where we are ! You 
mustn’t call me ‘ dearest ’ again; no! nor ever ‘darling’! 
at least not in Edenhope’s hearing, or I shall be hoofed out 
of my billet.” 

‘“* I! you impudent boy !’’ and Nurse Mary came as near 
to laughing as was possible with her; for laughter in these 
latter days did not often haunt her path. Life in the 
Hospital was too serious, too tragic; and her own life too 
sombre in its present condition to rouse her mirth. 

** Pll bet you a hundred rupees that you dare not call me 
dearest !’’ he challenged. “ I'll make it a hundred to one 
that you don’t do it.” 

Jimmy was already booking the bet as between himself 
and James. 

‘* No time limit to this bet,”’ he remarked as he slipped the 
elastic band back over the note-book. ‘I hope I shall pull 
this off. Ive lost a great deal too much to James lately. I 
can’t afford to let him have a hundred rupees.” 

** I’m off!” she said, turning away. “I shall get no sleep 
if I stand here listening to your foolish talk all the morning.” 

** Good-bye—I must say it though it is forbidden—dearest 
and sweetest of women ! ”’ said the unabashed young surgeon 
as she left him. 

Nurse Mary was alone with the multitude of thoughts 
raised by Dumbarton’s piece of news. Sleep had flown from 
her eyes ; she was wide awake. Her mind was in a turmoil. 
Visions of the past arose and presented themselves with 
Insistent force. Memory took possession and would not be 
denied. 

She saw herself, an orphan, Rosemary Cowerdene, endowed 
with means but with only one relative in the world. She 
was holding her lover’s letter—he was her lover in those 
days—in her hand. 

Aunt Margaret, an old Anglo-Indian, was looking at her 
expectantly. 

** Well, child! What does he say ? ” 

“ Maurice asks me to go to him, at once, at once p ”? she 
could hear herself saying. 

“Wise man! why should either of you wait ? Your 
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outfit is ready ? It is waste of time to remain apart. Oh! 
my dear ! life is all too short when happiness enters. Go 
and realize the fulness of happiness.”’ 

‘He says he will meet me in Bombay and we shall be 
married in the cathedral and start straight away for the 
Nilgiris. He has bought a little bungalow at Coonoor. It 
is called ‘ Desire and Delight.’ Did you ever hear such a 
quaint attractive name for a house ? ” 

Aunt Margaret’s eyes were glistening with tears that 
sprang at the touch of long, sleeping memories. 

‘** Know it! I remember it well. Some of my happiest 
days were spent at that bungalow. It is a tiny house; all 
houses on the hills were small in my time. It nestled in a 
garden of sweet flowers: heliotrope, fuchsias, plumbago, 
scented geranium, verbena and roses! Qh! the roses! 
They were everywhere. They looked in at the windows, 
hung over the porch and verandahs, sprawled over the hedge 
and dropped their pink petals on the road beyond. Desire 
and delight ! ah! yes! if you go there with the man you 
love, you will find it the House of Desire and Delight.”’ 


* * * * * 


Then came the voyage out, the journey that was to end in 
desire and delight. On board she met Jimmy Dumbarton, 
also of the Indian Medical Service. He was going out for 
the first time and would probably have to join a regiment. 
Later, by the way, he showed himself an adept with the knife, 
and for this reason he obtained the post of Resident Medical 
Officer to the Hospital at Bangalore. The world was as new 
and fresh to Jimmy when he first met Rosemary as it was 
to her, and they became great friends. | 

He made no secret of the fact that he had lost his heart: 
to Edenhope’s prospective bride. No one, however, took him 
seriously ; least of all he himself. All the same it pleased 
him to maintain the belief that he was deeply involved in a 
hopeless passion which must bring him in the end to an early 
grave. He even went so far as to record a bet with James 
on the subject, laying heavy odds on his own death from a 
broken heart soon after her marriage. 

The ship arrived in Bombay and a very serious Maurice 
met her on deck. Desire and delight, if they ever had existed 
for him, seemed to be extinguished. She flew to him, drew 
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him down to the deserted saloon and clasped her arms round 
his neck. 

‘“T’ve come! I’ve come! Oh! beloved! we have met 
at last!” | 

Then, no one being present, she had given him her lips 
to kiss. 

‘“* Qh ! Maurice ! it is too heavenly for words !”’ and again | 
she kissed him. No need to say that she received as good as 
she gave, and both were happy for the time. It was not for 
some minutes that she noted a slight change in the lover 
who had bidden her farewell in England when he left for 
India. Not that he seemed cold or backward. On the 
contrary, his manner was that of a man who grudged the 
passing of each minute and dreaded the future. What 
was it ? The buoyancy was gone. Blank disappointment 
overshadowed his face. 

** Maurice !”’ she cried, drawing a little apart from him so 
that she could scan his features,‘ What is it? You look 
so serious! Are you worried over the war? They say in 
England that we shall come through it all right ; although 
we shall have to take some hard knocks to awaken us before 
we put our hearts into it.” 

‘* Itis the war—not that I doubt its ending all right some 
time or other.”’ 

‘Then what is it that troubles you ? ” 

“Darling ! my darling!” His voice shook as he murmured 
the words of love in her ear. She felt him vibrate with 
emotion which he tried hard to control. ‘*‘ The war eomes 
between us, you and me.” 

** Between us ! ”’ she repeated incredulously and not in the 
least comprehending what he meant. ‘ How can anything 
come between you and me when I hold you like this? Kiss 
me, Maurice, and let me feel that we are together at last 
with no cruel miles, nor yards, nor feet, no ! nor even inches 
between us!” 

How sweet she was in her abandonment to her love and 
her wilful not-to-be-denied possession of him! His heart 
turned sick at the thought of his task. He tried to speak 
but failed. 

“You said that your Colonel’s wife, Mrs. Frome, was 
kind enough to offer me hospitality until—until we could 
start for Coonoor, for that place of desire and delight that 
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you have bought. How long shall I have to inflict myself 
upon her ? ” 

“I don’t know,” he replied lamely, putting off the evil 
moment when he would have to tell her the brutal truth and 
shatter all her dreams of happiness. 

A steward approached them. “Shall I take your cabin 
luggage on deck, miss?” he asked. ‘“‘ The boxes have 
come up from the hold and the Major’s orderly is in charge 
of them.” 

They rose and she led the way to her cabin. It was not 
until they were seated in Mrs. Frome’s motor-car to drive 
to her house on Malabar Hill that he explained the situation 
and broke the cruel truth to her. There could be no marriage. 

He had barely time to see her safely into the care of his 
old friend, Claudia Frome, before going on board the trooper - 
that with steam up was ready to start for Egypt. 

Since writing his letter asking her to come to him, 
marching orders had arrived. His regiment was ordered to 
Suez for the defence of the canal and he must accompany 
it. It was then too late to stop her by wire to England. 
She would have started and been well on her way out. In 
consultation with Mrs. Frome he had made up his mind to 
let matters take their course and do nothing to interrupt 
Rosemary’s journey. 

** Let her come,” advised Mrs. Frome. ‘‘ If by any chance 
there is time, marry her. You may with luck have a couple 
of days together, or even a week. As your wife she will be 
in @ more independent position than as Miss Cowerdenc. 
She can then remain in India by herself and live where she 
chooses till you can get leave or areordered back. You say 
she has means of her own.’ 

‘Yes ! yes ! and of course I shall make an addition. She 
will have ample to keep herself comfortably till I can join 
her.”’ 

There was silence. Mrs. Frome regarded the good-looking, 
well-set-up man before her with something like pity. He had 
hitherto been her very good friend without a single disloyal 
thought in his mind towards the English girl he had chosen 
for his wife. When he was married, she would lose him as 
a uscful friend. She had taken his measure accurately and 
knew that he would make an ardent lover-husband, giving 
' all his worship and service to the woman who had a right to 
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it. A spasm of vague jealousy passed through her as she 
thought of what was in store for Rosemary—a chit of a child 
with probably no capacity at all for making any response 
to the deep love of a man like Maurice Edenhope. She 
roused herself from thoughts that quickcned the blood in 
her pulse and said with a coldness she was far from feeling: 

** After you leave Bombay your wife had better come to 
Bangalore with me. I shall wait there for my husband. She 
can do the same.” 

** You are very good,” he replied gratefully. 

** All the same, I won’t deceive you as to my opinion on 
the situation you have brought about. Iam sorry you sent 
for the girl. It will be a terrible shock to her to find that 
she has to part with you directly she is married. It would 
have been far better to have left things as they were. It has 
put you under a very serious obligation.” 

Mrs. Frome did not look at him as she made this rather 
cold-blooded little speech a few days before Roscmary’s ship 
arrived. He bowed his head as he replied in a low voice: 

“Poor little girl! It is rough on her; and hard, very 
hard on me!” . 

He looked up and met her gaze. 

**'You love her!” she said quickly. 

** As I have never loved any other woman. She is the 
one love of my life and I am no chicken!” 

Somehow from his words her opinion that he had engaged 
himself to a school-girl with a pretty face was confirmed. 
She was quite wrong in her surmise. Rosemary was twenty- 
five, tall for a woman, taller than Claudia, who was by no 
means small. 

Mrs. Frome kept perfect faith with her husband and he 
trusted her without ever a doubt of her fidelity. He recog- 
nized her friendships with men and was content that she 
should accept their homage. She pursued her way keenly 
appreciative of her successes such as they were; and she 
hated losing any one of the men she had attracted. 

* * x . * * 


Rosemary, bewildered by the history of the situation 
which Maurice had given her in the drive up Malabar Hill, 
felt in a whirl of confused dismay and grief as she alighted 
| as the fern and palm-embowered verandah of the cool silent 

ouse. 
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No time for the wedding to be performed! It seemed 
incredible. Why could they not drive to the cathedra 
straight away and be married then and there ? | 

She had to be informed that even though all had been done 
that was possible, there were still certain preliminaries that 
must be effected before the marriage could take place. 

While she stood before him in the drawing-room of Mrs. 
Frome’s house, clinging to him with the abandonment of 
intense love and grief, he was saying good-bye. 

‘*“My own love! I must go!” 

He unlinked the hands that were clasped behind his neck 
and loosened himself from her despairing grip. | 

** Darling! I will come back as soon as I can,” he assured 
her over and over again. ‘“ May be I shall only have to see 
the regiment safely landed. Anyway, believe me, I will 
come back at the very first opportunity. I feel that I have 
treated you shamefully. I have deceived you and shall have 
no peace of mind till I have made reparation.” 

Tears prevented her from replying. 

** We will be married, beloved, as soon as possible; and 
then nothing in the world can take you from me. You 
will go to Bangalore with Mrs. Frome and wait there. It 
will be a more healthy climate for you-than this. I shall wire 
as soon as I get leave and you will have plenty of time to 
reach Bombay before my ship comes in. Do you under- 
stand ? ” | 7 | 

Rosemary was no weak-minded child as Claudia had sup- 
posed. As soon as Mrs. Frome’s glance fell upon her, she 
knew instinctively that Maurice had made no mistake in 
his choice of a mate. The couple were well matched. 

Naturally brave and self-reliant, Rosemary was already 
calling upon all her resources to carry her through her bitter 
hour of pain. The blow had come so suddenly that she had 
been in danger of being thrown off her balance; but she 
controlled the hot tears and made no sound of moan or grief 
lest he should be distressed. Maurice looked into her eyes 
with apprehension. He would sooner have seen her weeping 
than returning his gaze with that stricken expression. Each 
could read the agony the other suffered, and neither could 
speak a word of comfort or consolation. 

Claudia’s voice sounded in the doorway. 

‘* Maurice! Maurice! It is time you started.” 
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Her well-bred deep voice was a death-knell in Rosemary’s 

ears. The girl’s whole spirit rose up in rebellion at the decree 
of parting and she hated Mrs. Frome for the performance 
of what was only a friendly act. Edenhope would have 
brought trouble on himself had he allowed the trooper to 
leave without him. 
_ Mute with agony, Rosemary stood looking after her lover, 
who dared not return her look lest his courage should fail 
him. He passed under the purdah that screened the door- 
way and disappeared. She heard his footstep cross the 
paved hall. She knew that Claudia had joined him. In 
the verandah he paused. Rosemary caught the heart- 
broken words that he spoke to his friend. 

**God keep her safe, poor darling! Tell her, Claudia, 
that I will come back at the soonest possible moment. I 
will not fail.” 

Then the door of the car was shut and the motor glided 
away toward the great dock where the trooper, clez.red of all 
visitors, was already beginning to cast off. 

* * * * 2 

Nurse Mary pressed her hands to her eyes as if to shut out 
a vision of grief that was still too painful to contemplate. 
It was not of much use. No sooner had she repressed the 
unwelcome memory than another vision intruded itself 
and would not be denied. 


CHAPTER II 


6 he second picture presented a happier and more 

hopeful Rosemary. It was just a year later. Maurice 
Edenhope had been unable to fulfil his promise sooner. 
The regiment had been sent from Egypt to Gallipoli, and he 
had gone with it. 

At first his letters were frequent and regular. They were 
full of expressions of regret, love and hope. He blamed 
himself over and over again for having called her out to 
India on what he chose to term a “ fool’s errand.” He 
ought to have asked her to come six months before; or, 
better still, he might have married her in England after their 
short engagement and brought her out with him. 

She replied, pouring out a responsive love, and begging 
him not to blame himself for what had happened. How 
could he foresee that war was coming ? or that he would have 
to leave India being in the Indian Medical Service ? 

Then the U-boat trouble intruded itself. Longer intervals 
occurred between the arrival of the letters. Sometimes two 
or even three were delivered together. In addition to the 
irregularity, Edenhope wrote less frequently. At this time 
he was in Gallipoli, and Rosemary nghtly concluded that 
the difficulty of corresponding had largely increased. More- 
over he ceased to speak confidently of a speedy return to 
India. It seemed to her that he was losing his confidence 
and hope in the future. The heavy mortality among the 
men as well as the list of casualties affected him. Among 
them were some of his friends, officers belonging to his regi- 
ment. He was always with the wounded and the dying 
and they were not suitable subjects for his letters ; yet his 
mind was full of them to the exclusion of all else. 

Meanwhile Rosemary, after his departure, became a paying 
guest with Mrs. Frome. As time passed she grew restless 

1g 
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and unsettled. One fact stared her in the face. The more 
she saw of Claudia, the less she liked her. The Colonel’s 
wife was in every sense a society woman, finding consola- 
tion for the absence of her husband in those strange com- 
panionships with men that may easily be misunderstood. 
No one can tell where they may end. They may grow 
into lasting friendships ; on the other hand they may lead 
to disaster and disgrace. 

In nine cases out of ten there is nothing below the surface ; 
nothing sinister nor evil in the daily meetings and constant 
companionship that make up social life in India. But the 
woman who seeks her amusement in playing the part of 
confidential friend to three or four unappropriated men is 
no companion for a lone girl. 

Rosemary soon discovered that she herself made the odd 
third person in the many little gatherings round Claudia’s 
tea-table. She might have occupied her idle hours in the 
same way; perhaps Claudia had hoped that she would do 
so; but Rosemary was not constituted that way. She was 
friendly and sociable with all alike; she was not disposed 
to favour one more than another; nor indulge in any 
favouritism. 

The opportunity was not wanting; for Jimmy Dumbar- 
ton’s first appointment was in Bangalore. Rosemary had 
always liked Jimmy and found him an entertaining compan- 
ion, and her liking increased. He amused her in many ways, 
and would have been only too pleased if she had allowed 
him to come and go with the liberty accorded by Claudia 
to her friends. Rosemary was firm, however; and Jimmy 
was called to order if he attempted to appropriate her to the 
exclusion of others. 

A deeper knowledge of Claudia’s little ways suggested to 
Rosemary’s mind that she had carried on a similar friendship 
with Mauricé.. Although Rosemary had no doubt as to the 
purity of intention on both sides, she could not help having 
a spasm of jealousy when she thought of it. Claudia had 
enjoyed privileges which owing to her own absence could 
not be hers. 

Yet she was fully aware from her knowledge of Claudia 
that there was no harm in any of her actions. Mrs. Frome 
flirted for the love of the thing. She would have flirted 
with women friends if she could not have found men friends, 
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Rosemary’s patience did not last long. Three months 
after Edenhope’s departure she announced one day that, as 
there seemed no prospect of Maurice’s return at present—his 
last letter spoke of the regiment’s departure for Gallipoli— 
she must find some occupation. 

Claudia listened with her habitual set smile, and when 
Rosemary had finished speaking she inquired what she pro- 
posed to do. | 

* 'V.A.D. work.” | 

** Where ? ” asked Claudia in a voice that was free from 
all emotion, critical or otherwise. 

‘“* At Poona. I shall be near Bombay, there.” 

No need to explain why she wanted to be near Bombay. 

So Rosemary left Bangalore accompanied by her two ser- 
vants : Cassim a bearer who had been in Edenhope’s service, 
and Judy, a Tamil ayah. Edenhope had enjoined on Cassim 
that he was to transfer his allegiance to the missie and was 
never to leave her. He was an elderly Muhammadan who 
had once been in his master’s. regiment and now was pen- 
sioned. Judy was a young woman. She had attached 
herself to the English missie from the very beginning and 
looked upon her as a provision for life. She would be lady’s 
maid until the master returned. Then she would, by-and- 
by, take charge of the babies; and when in the far future 
master and mistress went to England she would repose on a 
well-earned pension. 

_In another fortnight Rosemery had donned the white 
head-dress and apron and the red cross of her calling. The 
name under which she went in her new profession was Nurse 
Mary. It seemed more suitable than Rosemary when she 
was spending her time in learning to wash wounded soldiers 
and to get used to the sight of wounds and blood; which 
at first turned her sick and faint. 

For many months she served faithfully.and became ex- 
pert and reliable. Then came the summons for which she 
had been longing. A telegram from Port Said told her that 
Maurice was on his way back to India, and he directed her 
to be at Bombay on a certain date. He named the hotel 
where she was to put up. They would be married as soon 
as possible after his arrival ; and they would go, as was pre- 
viously arranged, to the Nilgiris that same day. — 

Once more her spirits revived, and she left Poona in a whirl 
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of delight. How slowly the train moved ! and how she fretted 
at the stoppages on the line, which she was convinced would 
delay its arrival at Bombay. Although she had given herself 
plenty of time, she was now and then assailed by the fear 
that she would be late; that he would arrive and not find 
her there. 

She reached Bombay two days before the trooper and had 
time to rest and rearrange her travelling trunks. The trous- 
seau had been packed away. Except for the first months 
spent with Claudia, she had lived in her cool V.A.D. costume. 

Judy and Cassim had little enough to do while she was at 
work in the Hospital. ‘The prospect of the master’s return 
brightened the old man’s eyes, and stirred him from the 
torpidity induced by his inactive life as the missie’s bearer 
and by indulgence in the hookah. 

Cassim haunted the shipping office and the wharf where 
the trooper would disembark the troops. On the morning 
of the third day he ran back to the hotel and in sonorous 
Hindustani befitting the occasion announced that his most 
revered Excellency—might Allah preserve him and. give 
him long life !—even now at this moment stood in the 

row of the great battleship that commanded the seas. His 
ianoubable eyes were turned towards the hotel where the 
august lady waited for the coming of the master. It was a 
picturesque announcement and was very welcome to Rose- 
mary’s ears. , 

‘* How soon will he be here ? ’”’ she asked with breathless 
excitement. 

‘* By the time the sun is over head and the shadows are 
at their shortest, noble lady. Such is the talk of the people 
on the quay.” : 

She looked at her watch. It was nine o’clock. Three 
hours to wait, an interminable time! The desire was great 
to take a cab and drive to the dock; but she knew that he 
was on duty and would be busy with the landing of the hos- 
pital cases that were under his care. There was nothing 
for it but to remain at the hotel and wait with what patience 
she could call to her assistance. She sent Cassim back.to 
be on the spot should his master require his help. . : 

___ The hours dragged on and the sun approached its zenith. 
The curtain swaying in the doorway of the private sitting- 
room she had taken, was pushed aside, and a gaunt bearded 
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man with haggard face and sand-scorched eycs stood before 
her. 

For the moment she did not recognize him. Could this 
be the same man she had parted with a little more than-a 
year ago, the handsome, clean-shaven, well-set-up Maurice, 
to whose arms she had flown to receive a warm lover’s 
iets ? . It was impossible to identify the one with the 
other. 

‘* Maurice ! Maurice!” she cried, the dominant note in 
her voice being incredulous interrogation. 

‘** Yes, Iam Maurice. Changed, am I ?’”’-he said with a 
short unmirthful laugh that jarred on her ear. 

On his entry she had risen from her seat to meet him. She 
had stopped short at the sight of him, and they stood in the 
centre of the room some three yards apart. She approached 
him and coming close laid her hand on his arm. With a 
searching glance she scanned his face. 

“You have been ill, Maurice! ” 

‘*No; my health has been excellent.” 

Still he made no movement. She slipped an arm round 


~ his neck and kissed him. 


‘“‘ Darling!’ she said softly in his ear, ‘‘ J am so glad to 

you. At last ! at last!” and she laid her cheek against 
is. 3 

There was no responsive clasp; no return of her kisses ; 
but in her intense joy she gave no heed to these strange 
signs. 

‘You are tired, dearest. I suppose you were up early 
looking after your patients,’ she said as she released him. 
‘“* Come and sit down and tell me all about yourself.” 

She put her arm in his and drew him to a cool corner of 
the deep verandah. He yielded to her guiding and sank into 
a cane lounge witha sigh. His eyes wandered from her to the 
blue waters of the harbour. She brought up another chair, 
placed it close to his and sat down. 

‘** You have your leave all right, I suppose ? ”’ 

‘*A month from to-day.” 

‘‘T saw the chaplain of the cathedral yesterday,” she 
continued. ‘‘He has arranged to marry us to-morrow 
morning carly and we shall be able to catch the through tre tn 
down south. Cassim is simply splendid as a courier. Did 
he meet you when the boat came in?” 


9 


DESIRE AND DELIGHT 17 
** Yes—yes ; I think so. I am sure I saw him there with 


my orderly.”’ 
Edenhope passed his hand over his eyes as though it was 
an effort even to think—far more to speak, silence 


ensued that became increasingly uncomfortable for Rosemary 
as the minutes flew by. In vain she tried to identify this 
man with the eager lover of English days and the heart- 
broken sharer of her grief at their parting. 

She leaned towards him and laid her hand on his. She 
wanted to hear his voice. It seemed to be the only part of 
him that had not changed. When he was speaking, it was 
easier to recall the old Maurice. 

‘* Dearest, tell me about yourself. Your letters have been 
few and far between of late. I suppose we have to thank 
the U-boats for that. Has your work been hard ? ” 

He turned and looked at her with sombre eyes. 

‘“I want to forget my work; work without relaxation 

in the jaws of Hell. Our hospitals were continuously under 
fire.”’ 
She realized for the first time and not without a shudder 
that he had been living face to face with death; not the 
death that follows disease but the shattering crushing death 
brought suddenly on strong, vigorous young manhood by all 
the cruel implements of war that the evil heart of man could 
devise. Of course it would be painful to speak and think 
about the terrible scenes and the appalling work that a 
Doctor on active service has to face. . 

‘Then shall I tell you about myself? I wonder if you 
have received all my letters from Poona ?”’ 

‘** Probably not.”” He looked at his watch. ‘ Lunch will 
be ready by this time, Let us go and have some. I believe 
I breakfasted at six this morning.” 

He rose and moved listlessly towards the door. She fol- 
lowed and they sat down in the public dining hall at a small 
table.. It was a silent meal, silent and distrait as far as he 
was concerned ; silent and observant on her part as with a 
sinking heart the conviction was stealing over her that a 
change had come over him. Something within him had died 
and left him cold and inanimate. 

The thought brought dismay and distrust. Had he from 
some unknown cause lost his love for her? Surely not? 
It was so strong, so full of warm vitality when they parted, 
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She thrust the horrible suggestion aside again and again ; but 
it recurred ; and each time it came back it assailed her with 
greater force. . 

Late in the evening she found courage to ask a question 
that had been hovering on her lips ever since she had acknow- 
ledged to herself that there was something vitally wrong with 
him. She was a practical clear-headed girl, seeing as far as 
the average woman sees, who has still much experience to 

ain. : 
ae: Maurice !”’ she said, as he rose wearily at half-past nine 
toseek hisroom. He had sat silent and dreamy since dinner, 
apparently only half awake to the world around him. 
‘* Maurice, tell me, darling; would you rather we waited ; 
would you prefer to put off to-morrow’s ceremony? I will 
do anything you like; anything you think best.” 

He‘<ought to have taken her in his arms then and there and 
reassured her in love’s fashion that he was counting the 
laggard hours as they passed, bringing him nearer to the 
fulfilment of his desire and delight. Her sweetness and 
love, her readiness to sacrifice herself for him should have 
been an irresistible appeal. It left him colder than ever, 
He looked at her without a smile. 

“No, no,”’ he said slowly and deliberately. ‘* There is 
to be no alteration of plans this time. I marry you to-mor- 
row morning, and we go to Coonoor to the bungalow I bought 
from Mrs. Warden. What did she call it? It was some 
outlandish name.” _ 

** The House of Desire and Delight,” replied Rosemary, 
her eyes on his, searching for a flicker that would rekindle 
the flame of love. : 

He turned away without offering to kiss her. 

** Good night, Maurice.” . 

“Oh! good night. By-the-by, what hour did you fix for 
us to be at the cathedral ? ” ~ 

He stopped and half turned, waiting for her re ply. 

‘* At eight o’clock. I have ordered a taxi.” 

““Good. We shall have comfortable time for breakfast © 
after we come back here.” 

He continued his way without looking back. Had he 
glanced over his shoulder, he would have caught sight of a 
woman whose distress might well have roused him out of his 
lethargy and touched him to the quick, awakening him from 
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his torpid humanity. But he strode on with bent head and 
spoke no more that night, even though the faithful Cassim 
was at his side to relieve him of garments and hand him what 
he needed for night wear. Had Cassim not faithfully ful- 
filled his master’s orders in respect to missie ? and was he 
not worthy of some small token by look or word that his 
work was appreciated ? 

Cassim noted the change and in his own language repeated 
unconsciously words that had been on oriental tongues many 
centuries before. 

“He hath a devil! ” 

The following morning the bride and bridegroom drove 
together to the cathedral. Rosemary had brought out a 
wedding costume complete with veil and orange blossom. 
It was ready for her when she rose at day-break after an 
uneasy night. When her eyes fell upon it, she turned away 
with a feeling of distaste. She could not dress herself up 
in such finery as if for a smart wedding. She ordered Judy 
to put it back in its box, to that good woman’s intense 
disappointment, If her young mistress had been married 
on a desert island, Judy would not have considered the regu- 
lation dress of an English bride inappropriate. She dared 
even to remonstrate, but was dealt with shortly and bidden 
to bring out a white coat and skirt that would be suitable 
for travelling. White hat, gloves and shoes completed 
the costume. The bride carried no flowers. 

Maurice was waiting for her in the verandah of the hotel. 
On the way down she had glanced into the sitting-room, half 
hoping that she might find him there, and that they might 
have a few words together before starting on their momentous 
journey ; but she was disappointed. 

She nodded to him and said good-morning with a smile 
that would have stirred his blood a year ago. He replied 'to 
the greeting in a wooden perfunctory manner and took the 
seat opposite to her. 

The chaplain was ready to perform his part. He glanced 
at the tall bearded man and instinctively turned to Rosemary 
for directions. | 

‘* Is any friend or relative coming to give you away ?” he 
asked. 

“No; it is the one thing I have forgotten! How stupid 
of me!” replied Rosemary with consternation, 
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‘* Major Edenhope has the ring, I suppose?” inquired the 
clergyman with a forethought born of much experience. 

‘** Maurice, have you the ring?” she asked. 

He pulled out an envelope containing papers and a very 
small parcel which he carefully unfolded. The ring was there 
just as he had received it from the jeweller long ago. The 
papers related to the preliminaries as far as he was able to 
arrange them before her arrival. 

** These have never left me from the time I promised on my 
honour to return as soon as possible. I have been long in 
coming ; too long.” 

The chaplain glanced sharply at him and then spoke to 
Rosemary. | 

‘**'We must have some one to act as father. Would you 
mind if my church clerk gave you away ? ” 

Rosemary did not reply. The church clerk was an elderly 
man whose mind was fixed upon the fee that would presently 
be placed in his hands. The chaplain read her silence. He 
glanced down the big building. 

‘* There is a stranger, a visitor probably, at the end of the 
era He is in uniform, Shall I ask him if he will do 
it 33 
. ‘* J will ask him myself,” said Rosemary. 

She hurried down the nave, leaving Maurice standing 
before the chancel steps in a day-dream. As she drew near 
the stranger, his figure seemed familiar. The light was not 
good ; but it did not take long for her to recognize in the 
visitor Jimmy Dumbarton and none other. 

** Jimmy ! you here! This is a lucky chance! ”’ she said, 
as she came close up to him. 

** It is not luck ; itis fate,” he replied gloomily and without 
any sign of having been taken by surprise. ‘* I came to see 
you married, It is my death-knell I know; but I felt I 
must come. I shall die of a broken heart and win my bet.” ~ 

‘* Nonsense, Jimmy ! don’t be so silly! I want you to do 
something for me. I have no one to give me away; will 
you do it? And Maurice has no best man. He only 
arrived from Gallipoli yesterday and has had no time to find 
one.” 

Dumbarton’s face lighted up with swift and unexpected 

leasure. 


p 
' “YT shall be delighted. What a bit of luck!” 
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He bustled out of his seat; she took his arm and they 
walked up the church. 

‘How did you know that I was going to be married ? ”’ 
she whispered. 

‘Heard Edenhope was on his way back with a bunch of 
wounded and guessed there would be a wedding. Been 
stationed in Bombay the last six months ; 3 80 dropped into 
the cathedral this morning on the chance.” 

He had not left it to chance, but had made inquiries of the 
clerk and had heard that a Major was to be married at eight 
o’clock that morning ; but this he did not tell Rosemary. 

They arrived before the altar and the ceremony proceeded, 
Jimmy performing his part of father with undisguised plea- 
sure and importance. He crossed over to the bridegroom’s 
side and took up the réle of best man. He secured the ring 
from the passive fingers and gave it to the chaplain. He even 
went so far as to help in the prompting when Maurice seemed 
at a loss and hesitated in repeating his vows. Whenit was 
aR Ma they adjourned to the vestry to sign the register 

00 

‘Tam a lucky dog!” said Jimmy in Rosemary’stear. “T 
wouldn’t have missed it—not for a thousand rupees!” 

‘* T was so glad to have you by my side. You're like an old 
friend. I shouldjhave been given away by the church clerk 
if I hadn’t found you on the spot.” 

The gratitude she expressed was in her eyes as well as her 
words. Jimmy went to. the hotel and breakfasted -with 
them. He introduced a welcome element of cheeriness for 
which Rosemary was very grateful. The conversation was 
exclusively confined to these two. Maurice, if addressed, 
replied in monosyllables and not without an effort. 

Now and then Jimmy threw an inquiring glance at Eden- 
hope. He remembered seeing him as he came on board to 
- meet Rosemary ; but beyond the sight of the two together 
absorhed in the joy of their meeting to the exclusion of all 
else, he had no opportunity of learning what Edenhope was 
jike. The stolid, undemonstrative man was puzzling, and a 
vague fear stole over him that all was not right with Rose- 
mary’s silent husband. 

Once he ventured to speak. Turning to Maurice, he asked 
if he had come from Egypt or Gallipoli. 

* From Gallipoli,” was the reply. 


22 DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


si You were not wounded, sir.” 

66 No.”’ 

** And you escaped that scourge, dysentery ? ” 

** Yes.” 

** Where is Colonel Frome ?” asked Rosemary. 

‘** Gone on leave.” 

“Is he going to England or will he take his leave in 
- India ? ” she inquired, knowing that Claudia had not left the 
eountry. 

‘* He is coming to Bombay, I believe.” 

“Claudia will be glad to see him.” 

66 Yes. 29 

He dropped out of the conversation, in which he took no 
interest whatever. 

Soon after breakfast they started for the station, Jimmy 
accompanying them, this time without an invitation. He 
still continued to play the part of best man; bought their 
tickets, and saw that the luggage and servants were being put 
into the right train. 

Maurice allowed his wife’s friend to do everything, handing 
over a roll of notes when asked for the money to pay for the 
tickets, and receiving back the change without a word. As 
soon as they reached the train, he entered the carriage at 
once and lighted a cigarette. Rosemary remained standing 
on the platform with Ji immy, as the train was not due to 
start for another ten minutes. 

**Edenhope doesn’t look up to the mark,” Jimmy ven- 
tured to say. “The change to the hills will do him 

ood.”’ 
ae I hope so!”’ responded Rosemary warmly. 

‘* The work has been a little too much for him, I should 
say. That’s why they sent him back with that last contin- 
gent, probably.” 

Rosemaryesuddenly remembered that Ji immy belonged to 
the same profession as her husband, and moreover had the 
reputation of being a clever man all round. 

‘‘ Does he want any particular treatment ?” she asked. 

‘* A quiet life and as much fresh air as possible is the best 
thing for him. Let him keep his mind as nearly blank as he 
can make it, so as to give the brain a rest.” 

** Any particular diet ? ” 

*“No; let him have just what he fancies, In a week’s 
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time he ought to bea different person. He’ll gradually wake 
up to things; lucky beggar!” 

Jimmy suddenly recalled his own blighted love and put on 
an expression that he considered in strict accordance with 
it. 

“Don’t look at me like that, Jimmy ! you absurd boy ! 

You know you were delighted to befriend me this morn- 
ing.” 
‘It is the one bright spot in my darkened life. You 
must get into the train, darling. It will be starting in a 
minute or two. I hope we shall meet again—if I 
live | ”’ 

They moved towards the carriage, where Edenhope was 
placidly reading the morning paper. Rosemary entered and 
leaned out of the window. 

‘“‘ Tl bet you five rupees that you live longer than I do!” 
she cried. 

His whole face beamed with pleasure at the thought of a 
bet with some one else besides the usual James, 

‘** Done with you!” he replied. 

‘** An even bet,’ added Rosemary, as he pulled out his 
note-book to record it. 

The train moved off. He watched it go. She waved her 
hand and withdrew into the carriage. 

“Poor dear!” he said to himself as he turned away. 
“* She has had a woeful disappointment about something or 
other or my name isn’t Dumbarton. I can see it in her dear 
eyes. Wish I had had an old shoe to throw after her—any- 
thing to turn the luck when it is set against one.’ 

A few days later Mrs. Frome returned to Bombay to the 
little house on Malabar. Hill which belonged to a friend. 
Jimmy who had met her previously called and she promptly 
put him on her list of privileged friends. She was chaperon- 
ing a niece, Ida Frome, the daughter of her husband’s brother 
who had lately come from Poona. The fates had been un- 
kind to Ida. The man to whom she had been erfgaged had 
been killed in Gallipoli and the poor girl was overcome with 
grief. All this was explained to Jimmy by Claudia in a 
confidential talk over the tea-table, Ida being absent. 

Jimmy said very little of the wedding and still less about 
Edenhope to Claudia ; but when he met Colonel Frome he 
asked a few questions ; ; which, however, monee hini no 
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nearer to the solution of Maurice’s strange behaviour. He 
concluded that the man was suffering from a species of 
war-shock which would pass off as soon as he had had time 
to rest mentally as well as bodily. 


CHAPTER III 


HOSE who know the Indian hills are well aware of 

the character of the hill bungalow. While it is well 

cared for it is a veritable garden of happiness, an ideal 

summer residence suitable to a climate that is perfect during 

the greater part of the year. Neglect it and both the house 

and garden fall into miserable disrepair. The rooms become 

dank through the heavy downpour in the monsoon rains ; 

and the garden, unrestrained by the gardener’s knife, joins 
hands with the jungle till it is unrecognizable. 

The bungalow to which Edenhope took his bride had 
been neglected for more than a year. When he bought it 
furnished, it was trim and neat inside and out. The rooms 
were well-aired and dusted. The garden was pruned and 
weeded. A year had wrought a marvellous change. Damp 
had laid a destructive finger on furniture and walls. The 
roof had sprung several leaks where tiles had slipped out 
of place and storms of wind had wrecked corners of the 
verandahs. 

_ As for the garden in its unchecked tropical growth, it 
had almost identified itself with the wild hillside beyond 
the fence. Brick-coloured lantana and the perennial sun- 
flower had entered into possession and smothered every- 
thing. The plumbago had expended all its energy in making 
long spiky arms; and the semi-wild cluster-rose had ousted 
the more delicate kinds. Nasturtiums over-rode the clove 
pinks; and the wild convolvulus had done its best to 
strangle heliotrope, fuchsia, and ivy-leaved geranium, cover- 
ing up the traces of its misdeeds with rank foliage. Daturas 
and marigolds shed a strong and unpleasant scent around. 

Rosemary passed by a weed-grown steep little path lead- 
ing from the road to the bungalow. She looked at the 
riotous jungle on either side of her. A garden of delight ! 
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never was name more inappropriate. It was a rude, unin- 
viting wilderness, an ill-smelling jungle only fit for the wild 
cat and the porcupine. 

She ran up the moss-grown steps into a small verandah 
matted with coarse bamboo matting, ragged, discoloured 
and rat-eaten. An old watchman, who had the appearance 
of being as ragged and rat-eaten as the furniture and matting, 
salaamed low and said something in Tamil, a language she 
did not understand. The ayah who was close at her heels 
was a south Indian woman and knew his tongue. 

“This man says he never expecting master. Nothing 
got to eat for missus.” | 

The ayah with small ceremony ordered him to remove 
his dirty person out of sight of the noble mistress and 
entered the house with Rosemary. If the garden was 
neglected and ruinous, the bungalow was still more so. It 
consisted of a centre room furnished as-dining and sitting- 
room, and of two small bedrooms right and left with 
combined dressing and bathrooms attached. 

In each room there was a single bed. It looked suspici- 
ously as if the old watchman had endeavoured to keep both 
the beds aired by sleeping in them himself. 

The ayah with a running accompaniment of disgust turned 
to seek the old watchman. She dispatched him to find a 
sweeper and waterman, a cook and kitchen woman and a 
cook-boy. ‘ 

Maurice glanced round unmoved. The full meaning of 
the situation had not penetrated his brain. Already his 
bride in her short experience had learned not to look to 
him to take the initiative. It was she who directed and 
' gave orders, just as she had done on the journey down. 
The only time he seemed to think for himself was at the 
hour when he was accustomed to have a meal. Then he 
would look at his watch and remark that it was the hour 
for breakfast or dinner as the case might be. He always 
took what was given to him without comment, quite content 
whether it was a frugal repast or a feast fit for a king. 

Now and then during the journey Rosemary had caught 
his eye fixed upon her in vague contemplation. She had 
smiled, but there had been no response. The thought 
assailed her that his love was dead; and in addition that 
he had taken a dislike to her; but she put it as‘de with 
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a brave heart determined not to entertain such a horrible 
belief until she had more ground for it. 

Servants were forthcoming and under the directions of 
Cassim and Judy food was prepared, house and table linen 
unpacked, the rooms dusted, windows thrown open, the 
débris produced by the storms swept away and something 
like order evolved. 

There was no time to rearrange any of the rooms.’ The 
last people to occupy the house were not husband and wife 
but mother and daughter. Judy took Possession of the left- 
-hand bedroom and deposited her mistress’s boxes there. 
Cassim stowed his master’s portmanteau and suit casein the 
right-hand room and Rosemary submitted in silence. 

Tea was brought into the little verandah at half-past 
three; afterwards Maurice wandered off by himself for a - 
walk without asking Rosemary if she would like to come. 
At half-past seven they dined and two hours later Maurice 
rose from his chair and began to move away in the direction 
of his room. bg 

** Would you like a biscuit and anything to drink, “Maur- 
ice?’ Rosemary asked. 

** No, thanks,” he replied without stopping. 

She watched him as he went, wondering if he intended to 
‘yeturn. She waited till ten. At that hour Cassim came in 
to close the windows. 

‘* Shall I put out the light, madam ?” he asked in Hindu- 
stani, which as Nurse Mary she had learned in Poona. 

“Ts the master in bed 2” 

** He sleeps,”’ was the reply. 

** Cassim ! what is the matter with him ? He is not the 
old master,” she cried with a ring of anguish in her voice. 

*“No, honourable lady. He has been fighting in the 
land of Satan and an evil spirit has entered into him. If he 
could but make a pilgrimage to some holy place, the devil 
would leave him.” 

This was no help to the unhappy bride. 

** Put out the lamp,” she said. 

Rosemary went to her room where the ayah awaited her. 
In a quarter of an hour she dismissed the woman. For a 
long time she sat by the little window through which the 
moonlight streamed ; and the balmy air of the hills, sweet 
with scent of the blossom on the orange trees below the 


28 * DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


house, blew in. She heard the various night calls of birds 
and beasts and insects, familiar enough after her residence 
at Poona. The one sound that would have set her pulses 
going and her heart bounding, the sound of her husband’s 
approaching footstep, was absent. 

Tired and chilly with her long vigil, Rosemary sought her 
solitary couch and fell asleep in the small hours of the morn- 

g. 

The next day she went as far as asking Maurice if he wished 
for any change in the arrangement of the bungalow. He 
looked round vaguely as she spoke and answered no. She 
waited wondering if he was going to speak again; but he 
remained silent ; and she took it to mean that as they had 
begun so they were to go on. | 

She was sitting so that she could see him in profile. The 
beard, well-kept and trim, was still there hiding half his face 
from her. She could not reconcile herself to it. He had a 
firm mouth with curved lips that suggested love and force, 
gentleness and strength. It was hidden. So also was the 
square chin. The nose remained unchanged except that it 
had grown thinner with the haggardness that overshadowed 
his face. The eyes had definitely altered. In their depths 
they seemed to hold some of the misery and pain that it 
had been his lot lately to witness and to try and alleviate. 
Other eyes had looked into his with the coming of death, 
~ and seemed to have left their reflection. He had recognized 
the agonized appeal against the dread spectre, and had 
done his best to help in the desperate fight. But often death 
had been so much more powerful than the surgeon, that in 
spite of youth and of manhood’s strongest opposition it 
had conquered. 

Rosemary knew without being told that her husband had; 
as he himself might have put it, ‘‘ looked into Hell ”’; but 
fortunately she could not read the detail of the sights that 
still lurked in his memory. Her experience in the Hospital 
had taught her something of the terrors of the battlefield ; 
but it was not the same thing. She, of course, had never 
been in the fighting line. | 
+ It was not long before she put away all suspicion of aver- 
sion on his part towards herself. She could detect nothing 
in his bearing indicative of dislike. On the contrary, there 
was & distinct inclination to remain in her presence, to sit 
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in the same room, and to follow her along the hill paths when 
she suggested a stroll. Nor was there any sign of ill-temper. 
Sometimes she wished he would show a little irritation and 
a iy a like or dislike. Anything would be better than this 
gloom. 

‘* Maurice,”’ she said one day as they were returning from 
a walk, ‘* were you ever gassed ? ” 

** No,” he replied. 

** What is the effect of it on the men ? ” 

** Their lungs suffer.”” 

** ‘What do you do for them ?”’ 

** Send them home.” | 

** I suppose the men in Gallipoli, natives as well as English, 
Bete from exposure to the sun.” 

66 es,”’ : 

‘“* How did it affect them ? ”’ 

** Fever.” | 

*“* Anything more ? ” 

** Delirium.” 

ie you suffer at all from the sun ?.” 

66 oO.” 

Conversation of this kind was difficult to sustain for any 
oe of time and silences ensued which became longer and 
onger. | 

Edenhope’s leave was for one month. At the end of that 
time he was to report himself at Bombay. In all probability 
he would be sent to Palestine ; it was five days before the 
expiration of his leave. 

He received a letter by the midday post. After reading 
it he called Cassim. 

“I must dine early,’ he said. ‘‘ Have dinner ready at 
half-past six, and send the luggage to the station in time for 
the evening mail.” 

Rosemary listened in surprise. It seemed strange that 
_ he should give his orders to the servant before he mentioned 
his plans to her. : 

** Are you off so soon? I thought we had another two or 
three days together here,” she said. 

“IT want a couple of days in Bombay. I shall find Mrs. 
Frome there.” 

. oo heard from her this morning.” 

66 es,” 
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I must pack up at once,” she said, rising from her 
chair, 

He stood looking at her gloomily. 

“I wish to go alone.” 

‘* And what do you expect me to do ?”’ she ae in dis- 
may which she could not hide. 

** Remain here.” 

“T should much prefer to come to Bombay with you and 
see you off,” said Rosemary in sudden rebellion. 

“"T don’t wish it. You must remain here.” 

** Alone in this gloomy, ruinous shanty! No! Maurice! 
I have fallen in with your wishes hitherto without a protest, 
odd as they have been ; but I refuse absolutely to be ruled 
by you after you leave me.’ 

There was a slight pause. This outburst, delivered with 
some spirit, took him by surprise. 

** As you please,’’ he said presently. 

Something in his manner fanned the flame of her 
anger. 

“My patience has come to an end,”’ she cried hotly. 
- Weed oh! why, if you don’t want a wife, did you merry 
m e 33 

The note of disappointment and anguish in her voice 
was a veritable cry from her heart. 

‘* To fulfil a sacred promise made on my honour,” was the 
unexpected reply. 

His voice was as even in its tone as ever. It might have 
been the voice of a dead man. 

** Maurice ! Maurice! where is your love for me? ”’ she 
cried with an abrupt alteration from anger to passionate 
appeal. It fell on stone-cold ears. 

‘* Gone, I suppose, with the rest of all joy and happiness,”’ 
he replied slowly, a puzzled expression overshadowing his 
face. 

“Tf that is so, we are best apart,” she cried wecklcely: 
despair taking hold of her 

** Best apart,’’ he echoed. 

‘** Then we separate to-morrow for good.” 

66 Yes. 99 

“Am I to write to you?” 

66 No. 99 

** You really mean that it is to be an indefinite separation ?” 


DESIRE AND DELIGHT 81 


cried Rosemary, unable to believe that he meant what 
he said. 

6¢ Yes.”’ 

Oh! those terrible monosyllables! They maddened 
er. 

** What about the vows you made less than a month ago 
in the cathedral at Bombay ?.” she asked hotly. 

“* I made them in accordance with my promise,”’ he replied 
evenly and with an absence of all emotion. 

‘* Supposing I refuse to be left behind ?” 

“I cannot help it.” 

“What will you do if I insist on coming to Bombay ? ” 

ce Nothing.” 

Then the remnant of her self-control snapped. 

** You are a wicked man and Ihate you! Ihate you! I 
once worshipped the very ground you trod on. I would 
have given you my life as I gave you my love. Go! yes!. 
leave me! Go to Claudia. Go to a dozen Claudias if you 
like; but remember this, once and for all. You have done 
with me. I go out of your life, bearing your hated name, 
ee you for nothing and cursing you for having spoiled 
my e 39 | 

For a few fateful seconds she stood looking at him. Even 
now, if he had so much as lifted his arms and cried ‘*‘ Come ! ” 
she would have flown to him, melting with forgiveness and 
love, which in spite of her harsh words was deeply rooted in 
her heart. 

He remained standing there unmoved, his eyes fixed upon 
her with a morose gloom in which was no repentance, no 
regret, no softening, no vestige of love. 

Poor Rosemary! Anger and wrath were not natural to 
her. She was full of generous love towards all human beings 
and animals, ready to be loved in return. Up to the present 
she had been unswerving in her deep devotion to the man 
who had made her his wife; but now she was chilled to her 
very heart’s core and broken in spirit. 7 

She left him abruptly, put on her hat and walked to the 
hotel where she spent the rest of theday. She heard the mail 
train come in and presently puff itself away down the ghat. 
She wondered if he had carried out his intention of leaving 
by it. A faint hope fluttered through her mind. Was it 

possible that -he had been sufficiently stirred by her just: 
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indignation to alter his plan and remain at the bungalow 
for another interview ? 

At ten o’clock she returned home. The ayah was there, 
loaking anxiously for her mistress. From her she heard 
that Maurice had been gone more than an hour. Judy 
shook her head in strong disapproval of master’s behaviour 
and muttered to herself, ‘‘ This not goad business ! ” 

Cassim did not appear. The waterman and kitchen boy 
who had gone to the station with the luggage reported that 
Cassim had left for Bombay with his master. 

Rosemary remained at the bungalow longer than she had 
intended. In five days’ time Cassim returned. He related 
in a simple way how his master had stayed at the hotel, but 
had spent the days with Colonel and Mrs. Frome. Had 
the master sent any message ? or given him a letter to bring ? 
No; the honourable Excellency had sent no message. He 
had gone on board with Colonel Frome, who was going back 
to his regiment by the same ship. 

A few days later Rosemary received a communication from 
her husband’s agents to the effect that in accordance with 
Major Edenhope’s directions they had opened an account 
in her name. They forwarded a cheque book and added a 
request that she would acknowledge it and send them her 
usual signature. Rosemary tore up the'letter and never 
replied to it. | | 

No ! nothing should induce her to touch his money. Did 
he think that she married him merely to be a pensioner on 
his bounty! She was well able to keep herself. During her 

eriod of V.A.D. work her own income had accumulated. 
She had plenty of money for all her needs, including a scheme 
she had suddenly conceived and intended to carry out imme- 
diately. 

This scheme was nothing less than the restoration of a 
house of gloom and despair to something resembling a house 
of desire and delight. She herself would never now find the 
magic of it ; but others might do so after she had abandoned 
it. To preserve the place it must be lived in. No one would 
dream of taking it in its present condition. She would alter 
it till it was unrecognizable and then let it to happier honey- 
moon couples. 

Coolies were engaged for the garden, which was cleared 
and cleaned of all jungle intruders, The dilapidated furni- 
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ture was turned out bodily and sent to be sold in the bazaar 
for what it would fetch. She summoned a builder with 
‘more coolies and had the bungalow enlarged. The small 
verandahs that were past repair were pulled down and bigger 
ones built. Her own bedroom she turned into a gem of a 
boudoir that was to serve as drawing-room as well, and erected 
a larger bedroom off the boudoir. Maurice’s room was 
also enlarged, but it was still to be a bachelor’s den with an 
Saale verandah off it suitable for a reading and smoking 
en. 

New furniture was sent up from Madras. She made two 
or three journeys to the Presidency town before she was 
satisfied that she had obtained all that she considered neces- 
sary for her House of Desire and Delight. There was a 
certain feverishness in her actions that showed how great the 
tension was. If she had not had this work to absorb her 
attention and her energies, she felt that she would have gone 
mad. 

The bungalow was the only thing belonging to her husband. 
that she retained. He left a few mufti garments behind 
which she gave to Cassim. Every trace of Maurice Eden- 
hope was obliterated. She tore up his photographs, dis- 
mantled the room he had occupied ; got rid of books and 
magazines that she had seen in his hands and finally took off 
her wedding-ring and buried it deep in her largest trunk. 

When all was finished reaction came, followed by a terrible 
stagnation. Once more she was conscious of an aching’ 
void in her life. Without knowing it she pined for some 
creature to cherish and love. There had never been but 
one person in the world to whom her heart had gone out. He 
had passed out of her life and left it hollow and empty. 
_ Most fortunately for her peace of mind, no other came to 
pick up the pearls that had been so recklessly thrown aside 
by their rightful owner. | 

She let the bungalow in a desperate fit of the blues to two 
ladies for a nominal sum on condition that they kept house 
and garden as they found it. Then Rosemary with Cassim 
and Judy in attendance went off to Bangalore to resume her 
V.A.D. work in a large hospital on the high ground at no 
great distance from the Residency. There she was known 
as Nurse Mary Hope; and she found scope for the gener- 
ous sympathy and warm affection towards suffering human- 
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ity that was her second nature. She was as nearly happ 
as she could be under the circumstances, devoting herself 
exclusively to her duties and seeing next to nothing of the 
outer world. 


a CHAPTER IV 


wee Nurse Mary took her day’s rest after night duty, 

a consultation was held by the Medical Officers of 
the Hospital over a case that was occupying their atten- 
tion. 

A Muhammadan officer, Captain Gabrie]-u-deen, had been 
with them some weeks. His wound, a fracture of a couple 
of ribs and a flesh wound, had healed ; in the ordinary course 
of events he ought to have been discharged, and since he 
desired it, sent on leave for a short time. 

Contrary to all expectation, his condition was far from — 
satisfactory. Nurse Ida, who had charge of the case, de- 
clared that the patient was fretting in secret. She confided 
her belief to Dumbarton that her patient was in love, and 
that nothing would complete his cure but the ministrations 
of the beloved one. , 

‘I can feel for him, poor fellow,’ remarked Jimmy, who 
had not hidden the fact from Nurse Ida Frome that he 
himself had had an unfortunate love affair ; while she, it- 
will be remembered, had elicited his sympathy by confessing 
to the loss of a lover. 

“So canI! and that’s why I mentioned it,”’ she replied. 
** In his delicate condition it preys upon his mind. Can’t we 
do something ? ” | 

She looked at Jimmy and helooked back at her with the 
unconscious feeling that they were partners in sorrow them- 
selves and on that account were best fitted to relieve the 
troubles of others. 

“* Where is the girl he is fretting after ? ” he asked. 

‘** At his own house, I believe. He hasn’t mentioned her ; 
. but from the number of times he has inquired when he will be 
allowed to go home on leave, I am sure she is there.”’ 

** His wife, Pll bet a hundred rupees ! ”’ 

35 
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Nurse Ida had known Jimmy for some time; she always 
ignored his bets. 

** Will you speak to the Commandant ? ” 

“IT will; but I know he won’t like letting him go. The 
women belonging to these men are the very deuce with their 
home _ treatment,—three-quarters magic and one-quarter 
antiquated herbs. When they have half-poisoned the 
poor fellow and made him thoroughly ill, he will come back 
on our hands far worse than when he left us.” 

Jimmy’s sympathy with the sick man’s heart troubles 
was quenched in the gloomy forebodings of a keen practi- 
tioner. 

**'You might send one of the V.A.D.’s with him just to see 
him through the first week or ten days,”’ suggested Nurse 

Ida, “Not me! I have no wish to go!” she added 
quickly. 

‘* Ah!” responded Jimmy, as a sudden inspiration darted 
through his mind, ‘“ Pll work it. Awfully good of you to 
think of it; but that’s you, yourself; always considering 
others. To me you’ve been ss 

** Nonsense ! ” cried Nurse Ida, cutting him short with little 
ceremony, All the same the big brown eyes that rested on 
the house surgeon softened and left him soothed rather than 
irnitated by her severity. as 

The inspiration that had flashed through his mind was . 
none other than this: that here was a solution of Nurse 
Mary’s present dilemma. Captain Gabriel-u-deen should 
be sent to his own house, a large mansion about twenty miles 
distant from Bangalore in the heart of the Mysore plateau. 
He should go in charge of Mrs. Maurice Edenhope, otherwise 
Nurse Mary. It should be accomplished before the arrival 
of Colonel Edenhope, who might be told of it without rousing 
his suspicions as to the identity of ‘‘ Nurse Mary Hope.” It 
would then be Jeft to Nurse Mary herself to declare her pre- 
sence or to keep it secret according as she thought fit. 

The Commandant, in perfect ignorance of what was behind 
the proposition, easily fell in with it. He ascertained from 
the patient himself that the object of his desire was none 
other than a young wife to whom he had been married before 
he sailed for Egypt. 

- The Muhammadan officer had greatly distinguished him- 
self in the field. He had been promoted and nominated 
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for honours which he was to receive from the King’s hand 
as soon as he was well enough to go to England. 

Before embarking for England as a convalescent his long- 
ing was for his home and his wife. It was a longing that 
seized him with an intensity that retarded his recovery 
and kept him weak with fever and depression. 

When the Commandant explained the plan to Nurse 
Mary and asked if she was willing to go, she threw a swift 
glance at Jimmy, who was looking supernaturally profes- 
sional. She expressed her readiness to fall in with the arrange- 
ment without the faintest trace of emotion, although her 
heart beat wildly beneath the red cross upon her breast. It 
was carefully explained to her by the house surgeon in the 
presence of his chief that she was charged with authority to 
regulate the life of the invalid. Above all things she was to 
stand between him and any home treatment that might be 
harmful. 

From the moment Captain Gabriel was informed that he . 
was to be sent home, he improved in health and spirits. 
Perhaps Nurse Mary’s spirits also rose at the prospect of a 
speedy change ; but it was from relief and not from the need 
of a change ; for she was in excellent health herself; and 
now that she had become thoroughly interested in her 2 
she was tolerably happy. 

‘* [understand that you are going to your own house shige 
you are master,” said the Commandant to the patient. 
** And that you can offer suitable accommodation to the nurse 
we are sending with you.” 

*““She will have a suite of rooms furnished as well as 
anything you can give her here,” replied Gabriel eagerly. 
“‘She will take her own servants and have the service of 
others if she requires it, a cook and table attendant. There 
are horses and carriages and a motor-car if she wishes to come 
into Bangalore at any time.” 

‘* Who is looking after the house in your absence ? ’’ asked 
the Commandant. 

“My elder brother. He is years older than I am and 
he is like a father to me.” 

** How is it that the estate is not his ? ” 

‘* He was the son of a slave wife given to my father when 
he was only eighteen. Ten years later my father made 
a second and more honourable marriage and I was born. 
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I am the only child of that marriage. I have a half-sister, 
the daughter of the first wife.” | 

“Your family live with you ? ” 

“‘It is the custom. My father left the estate to me, his 
rightful heir, and it is my duty to my father to give a home 
to all his children who require one and to all their families.”’ 

‘““They are married, then ? ”’ 

** ‘Yes, and have children.”’ 

*“Have you any children ? ” 

“* Allah has not willed it at present, but I hope—she is 
young, barely eighteen. She was only just sixteen when I 
married her. A son will come. Our family has never 
failed in the male line. When doI go?” . 

** The day after to-morrow. You will start in the morning 
before the heat of the day, and Nurse Mary will go with you.” 

Captain Gabriel gave a happy sigh. In forty-eight hours 
he would clasp his girl bride in his arms and pillow his head 
on her breast ! 

** The nurse must send a report to the house surgeon every 
day by special messenger.” 

**It will be a good report, sir, Iam sure,” replied the happy 
invalid, - 

, a * a * a 

The Mysore plateau is like a succession of beautiful parks 
set with noble trees. In between the stretches of grass land 
there are evergreen woods, rivers, and broad patches of 
rich cultivated lands. | 

Nurse Mary had gladly seized the way out of her dilemma 
devised by Jimmy. She did not stop to consider if she was 
doing the right thing in thus running away from her husband. 
The desire paramount in her mind was to-escape ; it did not 
matter much how; but escape she must. It was impossible 
to resume the old relationship. 

The next morning she and her charge started for Captain 
Gabriel-u-deen’s estate. It was a glorious day; a brilliant 
sun tempered by a cool breeze gave perfect weather for the 
drive. The fresh air brought the colour to Nurse Mary’s 
face and a light to the eye of her companion. His mind was 
preoccupied with his own thoughts and anticipations. She 
roused him frequently with questions concerning the villages, 
fields, woods and rivulets they passed. A blue solitary 
hill like a crouching animal appeared on the horizon. It 
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grew taller in their vision as they approached, and out of its 
blueness she could distinguish rocks and trees. 

‘““ My home is at the foot of that hill,’’ remarked Captain 
Gabriel. | 

**Can we see the house ? ” ji 

‘**Not yet. It stands on raised ground behind it. The 
village lies under the walls of the grounds. The land from 
the hill to the big river two miles distant belongs tome. My 
ancestors conquered it three hundred years ago from the 
Hindus.” - 

““ Where is the river? ” 

** The big river, as the people call it, is in that direction ; ”’ 
he pointed towards the flat horizon. ‘‘ We have a stream 
near us flowing from the hill and through the village. It 
comes out of the jungle.” 

They relapsed into silence as the car sped on. The trees 
were fewer now and the country opened out into a magnifi- 
cent expanse of cultivation. Far away in the distance the 
white minarets and domes belonging to a large block of 
building rising above the trees came into view. The blueness 
of the hill had disappeared in the clear light of the eastern 
sun, and there was revealed masses of dark grey rock in cliff 
and boulder, and the deep green of thickets. The house 
with its irregular blocks of buildings, its domes and terraced 
roofs and its embattled walls, stood out in shining white 
against the dark hill, Outside the walls, as Captain Gabriel 
had said, the village lay, a brilliant piece of warm colour with 
its red-tiled roofs and vivid green patches of climbing gourds. 

** It’s a palace | not a house ! ’’ cried Nurse Mary enthusias- 
tically. ‘ And it sits on a throne like a queen with its sub- 
jects at its feet! How many rooms does it contain ? ”’ 

‘** A hundred and fifteen, not counting the durbar hall.” 

‘* How could you leave it, Captain Gabriel,”’ she cried. 

““My Emperor called me and I gave him all he asked. 
Thirty of the men from my estate followed me and fought 
under me in my company. Some of them, poor fellows ! 
will never see their village again.” 

They crossed the stream which would have been reckoned - 
as a river of some importance in England for its size. The 
waters were not at their full height. Groups of the washer- 
man fraternity were busy at pools and creeks ; and the shore 
was patched with long strips of red, blue and golden brown 
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material dryinginthesun. A score of donkeys grazed on the 
banks beyond the sandy flats of the river bed. 

_ The car rushed on, slowing down as it entered the village. 
Women with brass water-pots on their hips or their heads 
stopped on their way to the stream to watch the mysterious 
devil-carriage that moved so swiftly without horse or bullock. 
Ah! whatever the police might say to the contrary, they 
knew ! for their wise old grannies had told them. There 
was a small devil with wondrous strength shut up in the 
box in front of the carriage and he made it run. He was not 
an Indian devil ; he was English ; and he had a brother who 
was still more marvellous ; he carried messages from Mysore 
to Bombay in the snapping of an eye. Abah! There were 
other powerful devils in the power of the white man who 
served the great Emperor of all India, Ceylon and Burmah. 

The village was left behind and the car climbed a winding 
road to the huge palace. A man in military uniform opened 
the gate and salaamed low to the young lord, scrutinizing 
him with a keen eye and glancing curiously at his companion, 
the English lady seated by his side. They moved along a 
curved drive, and the car was drawn up under a noble portico 
of many pillars, all of white polished chunam that vied with 
the finest marble. 

Captain Gabriel descended from the car and gave his hand 
to Nurse Mary. No one was visible in the wide, lofty veran- 
dah. He looked round. Then, turning to the chauffeur, 
asked him to sound his horn. The man, who was a native, 
blew a blast sufficient to rouse the dead. The deep hoot 
echoed among the pillars of the building again and again. 

A stately Muhammadan gentleman of middle age, robed in 
a long dark green coat embroidered in silver, came out of 
the gloom of the rooms on the right and approached. He 
rata his forehead with his fingers, and then held out his 

and. | 
‘** Welcome, brother! welcome home! How lIong our 
eyes have ached for a sight of you, but you did not come! ”’ 

He turned to Nurse Mary with a charming smile. 

‘* And this is the good lady who has been so kind as to 
honour our poor house with her presence.” 

‘‘ She is the nurse sent by the Doctor to look after me.” 

Nurse Mary held out her hand, which was ceremoniously 
taken. 
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‘* Madam, we have prepared your rooms. I hope that 
you will find everything to your liking.” 

Meanwhile retainers had appeared noiselessly on the scene. 
One and all salaamed low to the young‘ master with grave 
dignity. The luggage was quickly removed and carried 
away. The car was dismissed and the party proceeded led 
by Michael-u-deen, Gabriel’s elder brother. They passed. 
through the great verandah and out into an open square 
with buildings all round. Nurse Mary looked round her in 
amazement. The square was filled with roses. They were 
in pots and arranged in battalions. Every plant was laden 
with blossoms. She recognized the familiar old friends of 
her youth, as well as the more modern noisette and tea rose 
of the latest horticultural shows at Bangalore. She stopped 
with an exclamation of pleasure. 

‘“* They make a fine show,”’ said Michael, evidently gratified 
at her admiration. 

‘** You have all the latest, I see,” she said. 

‘* The florist at Bangalore has a standing order to let us 
have every new rose he imports and to replacé every old 
plant that begins to show signs of decay.” 

** We call our house the Garden of Roses,” observed Cap- 
tain Gabriel, as he glanced round with a happy sigh. The joy 
that he felt on entering his home again, after months of 
drought and privation in the heat and dust of Palestine, was 
too deep for words. | 

** It is well named,” replied Nurse Mary, her memory sud- 
denly flying back to a bungalow on the hills which had a name 
that did not fit. 

They walked along the broad paved path leading through 
the rose garden to a second portico. Again they mounted 
steps broad and shallow, that took them into another pil- 
lared hall and out into a courtyard beyond. Like the lower 
square it was surrounded by wings of the palace. The centre 
of the enclosure was occupied by a large basin of water in 
which a fountain played. Roses again abounded on all 
sides, but in addition there were palms, ferns, caladiums and 
crotons. At the edge of the pond white arum lilies lifted 
their sceptres of gold in pure snow-white cups. Michael led 
them through the square to another flight of stairs. 

‘*[’m sorry you have so many steps to mount, Nurs: 
Mary,” said Captain Gabriel. ‘* Our rooms are on the thirc 
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floor, the coolest and most comfortable part of the house.” 

The stairs ended in a broad verandah with a number of 
rooms opening on to it after the fashion of native mansions. 
Michael stopped before one of the tall doorways and drew 
aside the purdah that hung in front of it. They entered a 
large sitting-room beautifully furnished. At the back of it 
near another curtained door stood Judy, the ayah, smiling 
nervously, very pleased to see her mistress, but awed by the 
sight of the master of this magnificent place. Cassim, Nurse 
Mary’s man-servant, emerged from behind another purdah 
and salaamed. 

** These are your rooms, madam ; I hope you will find them 
comfortable,” said Michael with the dignity of an anxious 
host. ‘If there is anything you want please send word 
by your servant and we will supply you if we can; 
will we not, brother ?’’ he added, as though remembering 
suddenly that he was not the master of the house now that 
Gabriel had returned. 

‘*I am sure that I shall be comfortable,’’ Nurse Mary. 
hastened to assure him. ‘“‘ Where is Captain Gabriel’s 
room? It is time he was resting.’ She turned to her 
patient. ‘‘ You ought to have some chicken broth and 
milk after your journey.” : 

‘It is ready,” said Michael. ‘* And your lunch as well 
if your servant has carried out my orders.” He looked at 
Cassim, who replied instantly ; 

** Huzoor ! it is waiting.” | 

** Never mind me,”’ said Nurse Mary in her most profes- 
sional tone. “‘My patient comes first. Where are the 
rooms ? ”’ 

Michael led the way along the verandah to a suite at the 
very end. They were furnished in the same luxurious man- 
ner as those assigned to Nurse Mary’s use. 

‘‘T think you had better go straight to bed,”’ she said, 
moving through the doorway that led into the bedroom. 
‘* Where is your servant ? ” 

An elderly Muhammadan came forward, a man who had 
been in attendance on his master at the Hospital. 

‘* Now, Mahmoud, be quick. Have you the suit-case ? 
Get out your master’s things.” 

‘*' They are here, lady, in the dressing-room.”’ 

Michael looked on in some surprise at this sudden assump- 


DESIRE AND DELIGHT 48 


tion of authority by the English lady who wore a dress that 
he had never seen before. He was strictly conservative ; 
rarely went to any of the haunts of foreigners and was 
seldom to be seen in Mysore, the capital of the State. He 
possessed all the prejudices of his race against progress and 
development. The ways of his father and his father’s father 
were good in his eyes and incapable of improvement. He 
ceuld never have brought himself to wear the lancer uni- 
form of the Imperial Horse, much as he admired the attrac- 
tive colouring. The khaki uniform in which Gabriel had 
arrived was still less to his liking, although he could not but 
admit that it became the fine, supple figure of his younger — 
brother. His thoughts were broken by Nurse Mary. 

** Now, Michael Sahib, I am sorry to have to turn you out ; 
but I must ask you to leave your brother for a short time in 
my hands. After-he has had lunch and a rest he will get 
up and go to his sitting-room. You may come and talk to 
him then; and he may see his family. You understand, 
don’t you ? that I am responsible to the Doctor at the Hos- 
pital for his good health. If he is over-tired, I shall be 
blamed.’ 

Michael bowed low to this strange authority, a woman ! 
and apparently one who knew her own power. If he was 
not mistaken, she meant to exercise it. It was an entirely 
new situation and he was puzzled. He was not sure that he 
approved of it. He had never been ordered out of a room 
before in his life. However, with the innate courtesy of the 
well-bred man of the East, he accepted the circumstances 
with easy grace in which no trace of annoyance or surprise 
was visible, even though it was contrary to all his established 
and deeply rooted prejudices. 


CHAPTER V 


A TRAY of food excellently served was brought to Cap- 

tain Gabriel’s room. Nurse Mary took it in to him 
herself.. The patient was propped up with an abundance of 
large down pillows. His face lighted up with pleasant antici- 
pation as his eye fell on the cup of broth. 

‘Chicken pish-pash ! what a treat! Oh! Nurse! how 
delightful it is to be home again !” he said, as she arranged 
the lunch so that he could help himself. Have you had 
anything to eat yet?” 

** Not yet. My tiffin will be ready as soon as I am ready.”’ 

She walked to the further window. It looked out towards 
the distant river. Fertile land stretched away in fields and 
woods to a level horizon of deep blue. Immediately below 
were the terraced roofs of the mansion, their straight lines 
broken by small gilded domes and graceful minarets. From 
the courtyards was wafted the smell of roses : the otto scent 
of La France, the apricot of Marechal Niel and the clove of 
Madame Chatenay. 

** Nurse Mary, you are not going to keep me in bed all day, 
are you ?”’ asked her patient, who had finished his lunch 
and was leaning back on his cushions. 

‘No; you shall get up by-and-by ; and if you feel fit for 
it, you may see some of your family. Now lie down and have 
a sleep as if you were still in Hospital. We must not forget 
that you are an invalid.” 

As she smoothed the silk coverlet and rearranged his 
pillows, he whispered: ‘‘ Nurse, may I see my wife when I 
wake?” | 

** Certainly you may. She should be the first, the very 
first to come to you.’ 

He gave her a grateful glance and she left him. 

In her own room everything was ready. A dainty lunch 
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was awaiting her, and Cassim was standing behind her chair 
in attendance. Judy had unpacked the luggage and arranged 
the bedroom as her mistress was accustomed to have her 
personal property around her. 

“This is all very nice, Judy,” said Nurse Mary with 
approval. 

The ayah closed her lips and did not reply. 

** It’s a lovely house,”’ continued her mistress, noting that 
Judy had not responded to her enthusiasm. ‘* Nothing 
seems to have been forgotten either here or in Captain 
Gabriel’s room. Who has done it ? ” ; 

“ The Shahzada.” 

‘“* Captain Gabriel ? How could he see to it being in 
Hospital ? ” 

‘* Michael Sahib, lady ; the young master’s big brother ; 
and the Beebee his wife.” 

“It is very good of them. Where is the Beebee ? ” 

** She is downstairs. Her rooms are under these,”’ 

Nurse Mary sat down to her much-needed tiffin, some 
excellent soup, a roast chicken, a snipe daintily served on 
aa and some stewed fruit, She was surprised at the 
are. : 
She had expected something more of the nature of the 
spiced dishes of the native, and in quantity rather than qual- 
ity. All along there had been a vague dread at the back 
of her mind that she might have to rough it in both food and 
accommodation ; but so far she had experienced nothing 
the sort. There was also a sense of peace about the fplace 
of that was distinctly restful. It was peace with luxury, 
soft living, a perfect climate with cool fresh breezes and 
brilliant sunshine. It was all very acceptable after the work 
in the Hospital. No wonder her patient longed to get back. 
Here if anywhere he ought to make a good recovery. 

As she had been up since dawn she felt justified in Iying 
down for a short rest. She stole softly to Captain Gabriel’s 
room to assure herself that nothing was required there. He 
was sleeping soundly, No punkah was needed; nor was 
there any necessity for the mosquito nets. The breezes 
had wafted the little torments to the lower regions. She 
closed a shutter noiselessly to lessen the glare of light that 
flooded the room and slipped away as silently as she had 
come, : 
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“You can go, Judy; and you, too, Cassim. Have you 
everything you want ?” 

‘** Yes, ma’am,”’ replied Cassim. 

‘*“ What food do they give you?” 

** Chicken pillau.”’ 

“Is it good ? ” 

“Very good.” | 

‘** And you, Judy ? What are you to have ?” 

‘** Curry and rice.” 

‘And you are satisfied ? ” 

** ‘Yes, ma’am.”’ 

““Then go and come back at half-past two; not be- 
ore.” 

The two servants left without another word. What 
strange people they were, thought Nurse Mary. Neither of 
them showed a spark of pleasure over the palace in which 
they were so comfortably housed ; nor did they express any 
gratitude for the good food provided. She supposed it was 
their way. | 

She slipped off her uniform and put on a loose tea-gown. 
There were no officials nor fellow-nurses to consider. It was 
pleasant to get into “civvy”’ clothes again. From the 
window of her sitting-room she looked out on to the great 
rocky hill that rose behind the house. It was partly, clothed 
' in jungle. Where the rock fell away in steep, precipitous 
sides no trees could cling. Narrow shelves held grass and 
creepers that hung down over the face of the rock. In 
places she could distinguish deep clefts that formed ravines. 
They appeared to be half choked with boulders. She judged 
the hill to be Iess than a mile from the house. The ground 
in between rose gently and she could see terraces and mounds 
with old broken pieces of masonry. At some period a town 
must have stood there. It had been levelled by the conquer- 
ing hordes of the Moghul, and the inhabitants killed after 
the fashion of those old times. 

The sight of the forbidding hill with its rocky precipices 
and heaps of boulders, its thorny jurigle and remains of the 
ruined town,’set her imagination working and roused her 
curiosity. She would get a nearer view of it as soon as the 
opportunity offered. She went back to her luxurious sitting- 
room where a large Chesterfield sofa piled with silken 
cushions invited her to take the rest she needed. 
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She awoke with a start and glanced round hastily under 
the impression that some one had been leaning over the back 
of the sofa looking at her with an intentness that disturbed 
her, even while she slept. She listened, but could hear no 
sound of retreating footsteps. She called the ayah softly, 
but received no reply. It was not half-past two, and Judy 
was still fast asleep in the lower regions where the servants 
had their quarters. 

Slipping on her uniform, Nurse Mary went to look at her 
charge. He was still asleep, but he was not alone. Ata 
little distance stood his brother, gazing at him with a grave 


face. 
Michael held up his hand and moved noiselessly back 
towards Nurse Mary. Together they went into the veran- | 


dah, 

** He still sleeps. Poor boy ! how ill he looks ! ” he said, 
as soon as they were well away from the room. His voice 
was gentle and sympathetic. 

‘* Captain Gabriel’s ribs were fractured and they took some 
time to mend. The voyage back to India was undertaken 
before he was quite well enough to be moved, unless they 
could have been assured of fine weather all the way.” 

‘** Will he go back to Egypt to fight?” 

“The fighting in, that part is all over,” replied Nurse 
Mary, glancing at him with surprise. 

“Ah! yes, of course. I was forgetting. You see I don’t 
read the newspapers. My secretary tells me when there 1s 
anything important.”’ 

‘““T am very glad that the fighting is over for the present 
for Captain Gabriel,” she remarked. 

“Is he then so delicate ? is his health too much broken 
for further service ? ’’ Michael asked, gazing gravely at her 
with searching inquiry. | . 

““Oh!no! I would not say that,” she hastened to reas- 
sure him. ‘ He may live to be an old man, hale and hearty 
as ahy one.” . | 

He caught his breath. How deeply he loved his brother ! 
she thought. She warmed towards him as she noted his 
anxiety for the younger man’s welfare. 

** I am afraid he will find this place very dull after the life 
hehasled. Probably it will not be long before he returns to 
Mysore to rejoin his regiment there,” 
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** He will not be able to go until the doctors say he is fit. 
He is on sick leave from the Hospital now, and must wait for 
orders before he rejoins at Mysore.” 

This was news to Michael, whose knowledge of military 
rules was of the scantiest. 

“Then we must do our best to make him happy here,”’ 
he replied. 

‘His wife will be the attraction. She must see him this 
afternoon. Iam sure he will get well as soon as he has her 
‘with him.” 

es Yes,” said Michael with decision. ‘‘ That must be our 
first care.’ 

‘You know, I suppose, Michael Sahib, that your brother 
is invited to go to England as soon as he is well enough to 
make the journey. He is to receive his honours with several 
other officers and men belonging to the Indian army from | 
the King’s hand.” 

** Ah ! I had not heard of this! ’’ he cried in some excite- 
ment. “The King Emperor has sent for him! Then he 
must go! This is an honour not only conferred on my bro- 
ther but on all the family, on the house of my father and my 
father’s father. Why did he not write and tell us what was 
awaiting him? I must scold him when he wakes.”’ 

‘** How could he, poor fellow! when his ribs were not 
healed ! ” 

“Of course, madam. How forgetful I am in my joy ! 
I must let the family know this great piece of news.’ 

He moved as if to go. Nurse Mary stopped him with a 
sudden question. 

“Did you by any chance come into my sitting-room a 
short time ago, Michael Sahib ?” 

He looked shocked for the moment. ‘I! Would I dare 
to venture into a lady’s room ? You don’t know how parti- 
cular we are in that respect! I have heard that your social 
life is different from ours; but I am old-fashioned and: 
cling to my father’s ways, Even if you invited me, I don’t 
think I should feel comfortable in entering your private 
sitting-room. I should be intruding. We can meet here in 
the verandah or upon the terraced roof outside and talk 
of my brother.” 

She regretted her question. He seemed so hurt at the 
mere thought of such a breach of manners, 
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‘I fancied that some one stood at the back of the sofa 
and looked down upon me.” | 

‘* A dream; we have all sorts of fancies in our dreams.” 

** I don’t think it was a dream.” 

“Then it might have been an inquisitive servant. I . 
must tell you that our people here—we have a large estab- 
lishment—are filled with curiosity over the doings of their 
superiors. But on this occasion when the young master 
comes home in charge of an English lady, they are aston- 
ished. You must not mind, madam, if they peep and pry 
and listen and watch. Paynoattentiontothem. Of course 
if they are rude and make themselves offensive in any way, 
you must let me know. I will at once deal with them, and 
severely too. I want you to be quite comfortable and happy 
here. My brother has asked me to see toit. I assure you I 
shall do my best.” 

Nurse Mary thanked him warmly. She was beginning to 
like this kind attentive host with his old-world courtesy. 
As elder brother he ought to have been the owner of this 
fine ancestral estate, she thought, since he was born in honest 
wedlock. She had little knowledge of Muhammadan law. 
A. man is allowed three wives, but seldom cares to burden 
himself with as many, since it entails three separate estab- 
lishments. Nurse Mary was under the impression that the 
first wife by right of precedence was the one to be honoured, 
and that her children would rank before the children of a 
later marriage. 

This would hold good if the first wife happened to be the 
choice of the parents. She would then be married with the 
shahdee ceremonies. If she were chosen by the young 
man himself and were not his equal by birth, she would not 
be so honoured. The nikah or murti rites would be good 
enough. They were little more than the bestowal of 
jewels and the declaration before witnesses that the man 
took her to wife. 

Michael was the offspring of such a marriage, a fact that he 
inwardly resented. His father should have made the shah- 
dee marriage first. Afterwards he might have taken other 
wives by the less honourable ties and no injustice would have 
been done. 

He was careful to see that his ewn marriage to the proud 
Lilith was the shahdee. The noble boy that she had borne 
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him was his first-born and his heir. The child’s name was 
Raphael, and he had never known any other home than his 
uncle Gabriel’s house. Lilith had also borne a girl, a beauti- 
ful child named Arefa. 

Michael’s establishment, which was large, was on the story 
beneath the rooms occupied by Gabriel and his nurse. The 
were the suite used by their father. When Gabriel married, 
he elected to remain in the upper story for the present and 
leave his brother in peaceful possession of the quarters where 
he had been so Iong. If, however, Gabriel should be blessed 
with a family, then as master of the house it would only be 
fitting that he should occupy the rooms that for generations 
had belonged to the head of the family. oo 

Nourma, the young bride, only sixteen at the time of her 
marriage,—which was conducted with the shahdee rights,— 
was given rooms on the upper floor. She had her own staff 
of servants, and the part of the house she occupied was 
curtained and screened off in the usual Muhammadan style. 

Nurse. Mary’s travelling clock struck three. She turned 
towards her patient’s room. : 

‘** I must go, Michael Sahib. Captain Gabriel will be able 
to receive visitors in half an hour. I will send his man, 
Mahmoud, to tell you when he is ready.” 

As she spoke Mahmoud came out of his master’s room. 
Michael looked at him and then glanced at his companion. 

** Did you know he was there ? ” he asked in a low voice. 

*“ No; I thought he had gone to his dinner.” 

‘*It was probably Mahmoud who entered your room.”’ 
Without waiting for a reply he continued: ‘I will bring 
my family myself,” and he turned away to go but checked 
himself. ‘Shall you be present ?” he asked. 

“T think not; there in no necessity. Another time I 
hope to see your wife and children in my room, and Captain 
Gabriel’s wife.”’ 

“* Certainly they shall come.” 

He owed and then drew himself up to his full height. 
His long velvet robe and jewelled turban became his tall, 
broad figure and emphasized the pride and dignity that was 
his inheritance from a long line of Muhammadan nobles. 

‘“‘ The Shahzada is awake, lady,” said Mahmoud. 

Michael looked at the man sharply. The word Shahzada 
was not altogether acceptable in his ears, During his youn- 
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ger brother’s absence it had been applied to Michael Sahib. 
Now it was no longer his. The servant had unwittingly 
reminded Michael of the fact, and it jarred. He made no 
remark, however ; but hurried down the stairs as though he 
wished to avoid hearing a repetition of it. 

Nurse Mary found her patient refreshed by his sleep. He 
rose and with the assistance of two of his servants dressed 
again. She, meanwhile, rearranged his sitting-room, ordered 
a third servant to clear away a kit bag and some suit- 
cases, which would find a more fitting resting place in the 
dressing-room attached to the bedroom. 

“* If your Honour will give the keys, I. will unpack,” said 
the man. 

“I will see to the unpacking myself; you can go,” was 
Nurse Mary’s reply. 

Sofa and chairs, cane lounges and small tables were grouped 
under her directions. The more there was to be done, the 
greater number of servants appeared to carry out her orders. 
They seemed to be the slaves of a wishing carpet. 

a ow I want roses and some vases to put them in,’’ she 
sai 

In less than ten minutes a large tray was brought loaded 
with magnificent blooms and the room blossomed out into 
sweetness and colour. She fetched two or three illustrated 
papers from her room and Iaid them on a table close to the 
couch where she intended her patient to sit. 

The purdah was pulled aside, and Gabriel in a long velvet 
coat and white turban, on which fine emeralds and diamonds 
sparkled, advanced. It was the first time she had seen 
him in his national dress. It seemed to add height and 
breadth of figure. She noticed now the strong likeness 
between the two brothers in spite of the difference in their 
ages. Of the two Gabriel was the more pleasing. Michael, 
from being a long time established in authority, had a sterner 
expression and a less ready smile than the younger man, who 
had mixed with Europeans and been in strange lands. 

** T see you are ready for your visitors,” said Nurse Mary, as 
she adjusted the cushions. ‘‘ Come and sit on the couch. 
Do you think you have enough chairs or woe you like some 
more brought in?” 

* There are plenty, thanks. Probably mest of my visitors 
will prefer to sit on the floor,. I have asked Mahmoud to 
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make thetea. You will havesome with me?” He reached 
out his hand and took up the papers. “I am afraid you 
must put these away, Nurse,”’ he said. 

‘* J thought they would amuse some of your company.” 

‘‘ Tilustrated books and papers and every kind of photo- 
graph and picture are forbidden here. My brother is very 
strict. Our religion forbids us to make images in sculpture 
or drawing of any living creature. Heisarigid Mussulman ; 
far stricter than I am, I fear! ”’ 

**'You enjoyed them very much at the Hospital,” she 
remarked, as she took the offending papers from him. 

“I did! You mustn’t tell my brother, or he will send the 
moolvi to scold me and call me to repentance.”’ 

She carried the papers to her room and placed them in her 
trunk, where they could not corrupt the servants. Michael 
was doing all in his power to make her comfortable. She 
would take care not to do anything on her part that might 
cause him annoyance. | 

She returned to Captain Gabriel’s room and they had tea 
together. There were cakes and buns as well as bread and 
butter and some dainty home-made sweets that Gabriel 
enjoyed. She rose when they had finished and touched a 
handbell to summon the servants to remove the tray. 

‘I am going out for a walk,” she said. ‘I want tohavea 
good look at the hill, I suppose there is a path to the top.” 

‘* Yes; butit is rough walking. You can reach the upper 
terraces where you will get a fine view of the country, You 
can just see the towers of the Maharajah’s palace at Bangalore. 
Take a servant with you to show you the way.” 

‘* I should prefer to go alone,” she replied. She had had 
enough of servants and longed to be free of them for a time. 
Seeing that he was riot satisfied, she added : “* I suppose there 
is no danger in walking alone ? ” 

‘** None; except from snakes which by daylight you can 
see and avoid. They will avoid you with even greater haste. 
The villagers might be troublesome through sheer curiosity 
at the sight of an Englishwoman ; and if they crowded round 
you, it would be difficult to get along. There is an old 
peon in the lower verandah. I will send an order to him 
to go with you. He will be the best guide you can have; 
full of tales of the past and of the old town that once 
existed between the house and the hill, You mustn’t 
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believe all he says when he gets on to the traditions of ghosts 
and demons and devil-ridden men and animals.” 

Nurse Mary left him with a smile. The light in his eye 
told its tale. He was thinking of the girl wife. She would 
be the first to hasten to him as soon as the message was 
received to say that he was ready. And what a noble young 
husband he looked! She wondered that the girl had had the 
patience to wait the few hours that had passed. If she 
herself had been in the wife’s position, would she not have 
rushed into his arms as he mounted to the verandah. 

Ah ! no ! she had been placed suddenly in a similar position. 
She had not waited with beating heart and ready arms for 
the coming husband. On the contrary, she had fied. 
But then he was not like Captain Gabriel. The cases were 
not parallel, she told herself yet again, as if to quiet an un- 
easy conscience. Her husband did not want her; she was 
an incubus, a white elephant to him. Then, too, she could 
not go through a second period like that spent at the House of 
Desire and Delight. Even at this distance of time it made 
her hot to think of her disappointment, her disillusionment 
and the crumbling of her dream of delight. 

Her anger still smouldered at the thought of his neglect as 
she visualized the gloomy bearded man with his silent moodi- 
ness and his sombre eyes. He had done her a wrong.. 
If she had not married him, she might have married Jimmy. 
and made him happy, even though she did not love him. 
Her old love, Maurice, still held her heart. He died when he 
sailed from Bombay and left her broken-hearted. The man 
who returned was not Maurice, her Maurice. How she 
wished that she could sweep the new Maurice out of her 
memory together with that hideous nightmare of a honey- 
moon. She owed him nothing ; neither wifely allegiance nor 
love; nor even friendship. He had brought it on himself 
when he practically told her that he wished to have no more 
communication with her. She would take the new Maurice 
at his word. He had asked for it; he should have it in 
cold indifference and in contemptuous neglect. 


CHAPTER VI 


URSE MARY put on her cloak and sun-hat and des- 

cended two flights of the great central staircase. 

It brought her to the large square where the roses grew. 

Three gardeners were busy watering the big pots that held 

the plants. A fourth, the head gardener, was directing and 
at the same time cutting off the faded flowers. 

An old man with a white beard, robed in a long blue coat 
trimmed with gold braid, came forward and salaamed to her. 
This was the out-door servant and messenger Gabriel had 
alluded to as the peon. 

““I come with the most noble lady,’’ he announced in 
Hindustani. | 

“* No need, peon. Iam accustomed to walk alone,”’ 

‘** The doe walks alone and where she wills; but the herd 
has knowledge of her wanderings that she may have protec- 
tion should she meet danger. I follow where the honourable 
lady cannot see me.” 

‘You shall be my guide, then,” she replied good-natur- 
edly. She understood that he had probably received his 
orders, which were not to be disobeyed. ‘I want to go up 
the hill.” 

She turned towards the portico under which the car had 
stopped. 

‘** Not that way, lady; it is too far round. There is a 
way out this side.” | 

They passed through a long passage on which the servants’ 
quarters and kitchens opened. The place-was thronged with 
members of the establishment, who suddenly ceased chat- 
tering at her appearance and salaamed with fingers to fore- 
‘head. Their eyes dwelt on her in deep curiosity. The report 
of her authority had reached those lower regions. This was 
the strange foreign lady who commanded obedience from 
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none other than the young Shahzada himself. How did she 
obtain such power ? She must be a witch, a worker of magic, 
they whispered under their breath as she disappeared down 
the long passage. 

Old Daood opened a door in a high embattled wall. Not 
a window was visible in the wall itself. The rooms looked 
out into the inner courtyard. There was no garden on this 
side. The open space lying between the house and the 
jungle that clothed the foot of the hill was bare and uneven 
with patches of coarse grass, groups of brambles and palms 
not more than five feet high; the scrub hid crumbling 
brickwork and fragments of old walls: The poisonous datura 
_ showed its white trumpets here and there, and a thorny 
acacia spread its umbrella-shaped head where the grass grew 

greenest. 

' To right and left there were low mounds betraying the 
foundations of old buildings long since razed to the ground. 
_ A narrow path wound through thorny scrub and tussocks of 
coarse grass. | 

‘Keep to the path, lady. The snake and the scorpion 
lie hidden here,’’ said the peon as he waved his hands to 
right and left. ‘‘ Tread carefully. The cobra has its nest 
under the old bricks which are warm with the sun. It will 
fight to protect its eggs, even as the tiger fights to protect 
its cubs.” : 

The hill was formed entirely of rock. Through the action 
of the rain, the sun and possibly prchistoric upheavals, the 
rock had been split in places and crumbled into huge boulders. 
Carried by torrential rains, the stones were piled into gigan- 
tic heaps. They lay as if they had once been the playthings 

of giants. | 
Their appearance must have suggested the legend which 

Daood related as he walked just behind his charge. In the 
days long before the descendants of the Prophet came to 
occupy the land there dwelt at the top of the hill a beautiful 
woman. She was the daughter of one of the Hindu demons 
by a fair Mahratta woman. The fame of her beauty spread 
to Benares and to the heathen cities of the south. Every 
man looked towards her with desire; and his strength 
melted away as people spoke of her loveliness. ‘ Doth not 
beauty burn like the sun, blinding those whose thoughts 
dwell too long upon it ? ” concluded the old man. 
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** Did not her mother make a marriage for her ? ’”’ asked 
Nurse Mary, who knew something of the ways of India by 
this time. 7 , 

‘‘ She tried many times, but in vain. Bridegrooms were not 
lacking. They brought great gifts from the north and south, 
from the east and the west. The marriage was made with 
feastings and rejoicings. At the close of the day the bride 
according to custom was brought to the bridegroom’s cham- 
ber decked in flowers and jewels, her eyes shining with love. 
The next morning, as is the fashion in the East, the mother 
came to inquire after her daughter and her new son-in-law. 
The door was flung wide open. Lo! there stood the bride 
in her flowers and jewels, smiling with shining eyes, more 
beautiful than ever. ‘Thy husband ! where is he ?’ asked 
her mother. ‘He has flown. Last night he slept by my 
side. This morning he was gone. Has he not drunk his fill 
of joy ? Then why should he stay? He has gone back to 
his kingdom, saying that he has no further need of me as a 
wife. Ianifree, mother. Find me another husband.’ An- 
other and another came. Every week there was a wedding 
at which all the people rejoiced. The following day there 
was a bride demanding another bridegroom. Now, outside 
the house was a heap of big stones. See, lady, how they lie 
on the hillside scattered now and in confusion.. Some are 
large and some smaller. On none will the grass or a shrub 
grow as you see.”’ 

He pointed to the boulders piled on all sides. 

‘“‘ What became of the bridegrooms ? ”? asked Nurse Mary, 
as the old man paused in his story. : 

‘“* They did not return to their homes ; the wicked woman 
told lies to her mother when she said that they returned 
to their homes. If your Honour will look to right and 
left you will see them. They all rest there. It is not wise 
to marry with the daughters of Hindu devils. Have they 
not evil in their hearts and cunning? The bride, as day 
dawned, turned her bridegroom into a stone and cast him 
forth to lie for ever on the hillside, exposed to sun and rain, 
heat and cold; and to serve the vulture and the crow as a 
roosting place and give shelter to the mother cobra’s brood.” 

‘“ What became of her?” asked Nurse Mary gravely; 
she was well aware that to smile at the tale would be to close 
the flow of legendary stories for ever against her, 
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“Now there lived far away to the north of the great 
mountains where the fields of snow lie, a powerful prince, 
a Maharajah, whose mother was learned in magic. His 
father was none other than a Rakshah, one of the strongest 
demons belonging to the Hindus. The evil report of the 
bride’s doings reached his ears when one of his subjects 
became her bridegroom and never returned to his father’s 
house. The old father complained to the Maharajah, who 
said: ‘* This is a matter for me to deal with. I will go and 
master this woman and will put a stop to her evil deeds.’ 
So he came to the hill as a suitor for her hand, bringing gifts 
of gold and jewels, Chinese embroideries, attar of rose from 
Persia, and sandal-wood oil from the south. Neverhad the 
bride seen such wealth; but what pleased her most was a 
wonderful necklace of pearls and diamonds that the Mahara- 
jah wore himself, It was now a long time since a young man 
had offered himself ; and her evil heart rejoiced greatly as her 
~ eyes rested on his noble figure. She would have jewels and 
riches and a handsome husband as well.” ; 

‘* Did she succeed in catching him ?” asked Nurse Mary, 
as the old man broke off his story to slash away a thorny 
bramble that obstructed her path. 

‘* By the power he had inherited from his father, and the 
knowledge of magic he had learned from his mother, he read 
all that was passing through her mind as if it was an open 
book, even to the desire to take the necklace from him. He 
said to himself,—‘ I will marry her, for the woman is young 
and good to look at, and afterwards I will deal with her as she 
deserves.’ So he allowed the ceremonies to proceed and the 
night came when she was to be brought to him by her 
mother. She had decked herself with greater care than ever 
and had anointed her arms and neck with sandal-wood oil 
and rose-water ; for she felt herself melt towards him as she 
had never softened to any of her previous lovers. Just 
before daybreak the bridegroom awoke to find his false, 
treacherous wife gazing at him in affright. By magic 
he had changed his appearance after she slept from a hand- 
some man to a hideous demon. ‘Thou wicked woman !’ 
he cried, ‘I will reward thee according to thy deserts! Go 
forth as a lean and hungry jackal and let every man’s hand 
be against thee!’ ” i 

_ * Served her right ! ’ remarked Nurse Mary. 
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** Ah ! lady ! devils are not to be cowed and beaten by a 
single word like human beings. The son of the Rakshah 
watched to see the change that should have taken place ; 
but her cruel eyes were upon him firm and steady as she 
worked spell for spell against him. He felt her power and he 
was filled with fierce anger. He raged and stormed, throw- 
ing curse upon curse at her; and as he raged he grew in 
height and strength. It was of no avail. She, by the power | 
of her demon father, also increased in height till she was like 
a wondrous palm in the blast of the monsoon. Then they 
took up stones—the stones that were her former lovers and 
which you see lying here,” 

He waved his hand towards the boulders they were en- 
countering as they began to mount the hill path. 

‘“‘ They hurled them at each other with terrible strength. 
But by the power of their magic neither was hurt. Fiercer 
raged the battle between the two demons and the people 
living in the town that is now no more felt the earth tremble 
beneath their feet. . They fled to the big river and hid in the 
reeds under its banks. The face of the Ammah, or demoness, 
was like the face of a dog with a pig’s nose. Her ears were 
like elephant’s ears and her mouth was the mouth of a 
hyena. The Rakshah’s son took on the image of a tiger 
with big eyes and long teeth so that he might kill and eat 
her. I will show your Honour their images cut in stone. 
They sit up there, half way to the temple, waiting for the 
strong magician to release them. He will never come; the 
English Government will not permit it.” | 

The path they were following was steeply inclined over 
rough grass and débris of rock washed down from the hillside. 
In places steps were roughly cut in the living stone. She 
looked up, but could see nothing of the images the old man 
spoke of for the thorny jungle and dark grey rock that over- 
hung the way. 

** How did the battle end?’ she asked, as she stopped to 
take breath. 

** They fought all day until the hill that was once a beau- 
tiful grassy mound was nothing but a heap of broken rocks. 
The sun was near the distant line of the earth and the sky 
had reddened like blood. If the Ammah’s mind could be 
drawn from her purpose the Maharajah might prevail. 
Knowing this he took off his necklace of pearls and diamonds 
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and cast it on the ground at her feet. Her cyes left his and 
fastened on the jewels with the thought of how she might 
secure them. She forgot her spells and her magic failed. 
In an instant she was under his power and he cursed her with 
a terrible curse. He commanded her to enter the temple 
that is built in the rock ; the temple that I shall show to your 
Honour presently. As a mangey old jackal she slunk into 
its darkness and solitude, where the bat squeaked and the 
scorpion crept. The jewels that she had taken from her 
lovers he threw in after her to mock her hunger and misery. 
‘Diamonds shalt thou have instead of water and pearls 
instead of rice, foul slayer of men!’ he cried. Then by his 
magic he rolled a big stone from the inside and fixed it against 
the open doorway so that none might move it from within 
or without. He made a small hole in the stone. After 
sunset the hole grows a little bigger and she is able to crawl 
out. There she is shut in from sunrise to sunset without food 
or drink with the jewels lying round her mange-stricken 
body. When night comes she prowls about the place where 
once the town stood, hiding behind the bits of masonry 
and in the thorn bushes, trembling always lest she should 
meet the demon tiger and be devoured. If the noble lady 
listens to-night she will hear the Ammah’s melancholy cry 
like the call of a lone jackal searching for food.”’ 7 

‘* Do you believe the story ? * asked Nurse Mary. 

*“T am a follower of the Prophet,” was the evasive but 
comprehensive reply. Had he not been relating a story of 
Hindu demons? ‘The Muslim has his own demons and 
ghosts, his jins and angels, good and bad. They live in 
cemeteries and windy deserts and ruined houses ; and though 
they are mischievous and evil-intentioned, they must not be 
compared with the devils of the ignorant heathen, who might 
or might not be real. Surely the English lady knew this, 
thought old Daood. | 

Nurse Mary, walking a few paces in front of the peon, 
turned a sharp corner of the path and came suddenly upon 
a set of short steep steps cut in the rock. At the top of the 
steps was a level platform which held a plinth such as might 
have supported a noble column. On the face of the plinth 
had been carved in deep relief the head of atiger. It corres- 
ponded with the description Daood had given of the demon 
Maharajah’s appearance when rage had transformed him into 
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his true character. The protruding eyes seemed focussed 
on the visitor as she mounted the steps. Two long dog- 
teeth extended from the upper jaw to the chin; and the 
tongue hung out almost to the chest. The wide nostrils 
and hanging tongue gave an indescribable expression of 
angry pursuit. It seemed to Nurse Mary that she could feel 
the panting breath of the demon fanning her as she looked 
up at him. | 

Above the panel was a frieze of acanthus foliage, rough: 
but rich in design. On the top of the plinth was a half- 
length figure carved in stone. The expression of the face 
was different from that of the tiger; but it was none the 
less terrible with its mixture of human and animal passion. 

‘* That-is the Ammah bride of many husbands, lady,”’ said . 
the peon. ‘ Below her is the Maharajah in the shape of the 
_ tiger when he conquered her and placed her under an ever- 
lasting spell, thus putting an end to her wickedness.” 

The image was high-shouldered and its long monkey-like 
hands gripped the coping as though it feared a shock of some 
sort. The eyes were human and full of terror. The nose 
was that of a pig. The mouth, full of teeth and furnished 
with cruel tusks, was open and the lips drawn back in a grin 
of agony, as though in the act of screaming with a horror 
that was worse than any physical pain. The ears were 
elephant’s ears but pointed, a touch that gave a strong demon 
character to the image. 

Nurse Mary stared at it. Had the image given rise to the 
legend ; or had the sculptor tried to visualize the story ? 

‘““ Where is the temple? I should like to see it,”’ she said. 

** It is higher up.’”’. He pointed to a series of short flights 
of rough-hewn steps leading to the brow of the hill. They 
were unguarded by any kind of railing and some of them were 
worn smooth by the passing of many feet through long 
ages. At the top of each flight was a narrow landing of the 
nature of a shelf. Wherever there was foothold for vege- 
tation, thick trees, thorny brambles, wild tangled creepers 
and trailing grass clothed the rock. , 

‘““Go carefully, gracious lady. This humble servant of 
the house must answer to the Shahzada for your Honour’s 
safety.”’ 

Nurse Mary was sure of foot and had no fear for herself. 
‘She turned her back on the plinth with its two hideous pre- 
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sentments and climbed the hillside. Some of the steps were 
more than twelve inches deep and she was glad of a hand 
here and there. The path led her round another corner of 
the rock and followed a little gully ; in the monsoon rains 
the water poured down it to the river. 

‘Near the top she came to an open space where the ground 
was flat. A wall of rock rose perpendicularly to the very 
summit of the hill. The space was partly covered by the 
portico of a Hindu temple. The temple itself was formed 
out of a natural cave or cleft in the cliff. A number of squat 
pillars massive and square supported the roof of the portico. 
The stone work was built without mortar, the very weight 
of the huge blocks of stone and their accurate dressing gave 
a wonderful solidity to the old Hindu mason’s work. The 
capitals of the pillars as well as the joists of the roof were 
carved in relief, some with uncouth demoniac figures ; others 
with scroll patterns of primitive but curiously rich design. 

The doorway was not more than four feet high. It was 
closed with a huge slab of rock placed in position from the 
inside as Daood had said. 

‘““The lady sees the stone. No man could have put it 
there,” he said with a tone of triumph, as though he had had 
a suspicion that his story was not believed. 

‘* How could the Maharajah have rolled up a great stone 
like that and placed it in position without shutting himself 
in with his enemy ? ” asked Nurse Mary, going close to the 
door. 

** He did it from inside, lady ; so the village people say.” © 

** Then how did he get out if this is the only opening of the 
temple ? There must be another door somewhere.”’ 

‘No, lady, there is no other. Being the son of an evil 
spirit, he could pass where he would. They say that he 
descended by magic through the floor and found steps that 
took him to the bottom of the hill; but village people talk 
foolishly at. all times, and they believe everything their 
ignorant valluvan tells them, See, here they have done 
poojah with blood to the jackal devil, lest she should eat their 
pine-apples and gnaw their sugar-cane.”’ ° 

Nurse Mary glanced in the direction to which he pointed 
and saw a stone outside the portico which bore the dark 
stains of the blood of a fowl sacrificed to the devil. 

** And here is the hole in the door, lady, through which the 
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Ammah jumps when she leaves the temple after sunset to 
go in search of food. From the time the sun is below the 
_ palm trees in the west to the time when it climbs up behind 
the river in the east, the Ammsh is a lean and hungry jackal 
prowling round the village; always in fear lest she should 
meet her master, the Rakshah’s son, in the form of the angry 
tiger with long teeth and hanging tongue.” 

‘* And what if she does meet him ? ” 

‘* He tears her to pieces with his claws and crunches her 
bones.” 

*“ Death must be welcome to the Ammah.” 

‘** She cannot die, most noble one. Because she is of de- 
mon birth she comes to life the next day even though she 
may suffer the death agony every night of her life.” 

‘** What a horrible fate !’? remarked Nurse Mary, as she 
approached the door and tried to peer through the hole. 

She lifted her hand and was about to put her fingers in 
the hole in idle curiosity to feel the thickness of the stone 
slab when Daood made a sudden movement forward and 
laid a strong detaining hand upon her arm. 

‘** Ah! tempt not the demon! Sheds there and her anger 
never sleeps. She stands on the other side of the stone. 
If she catches your fingers, lady, she will hold you fast till 
the sun disappears and then she will draw you into the temple 
and kill you. Once when I was a boy I put in a stick. It 
was seized and held fast. IJ left it in her grip and ran home. 
That night I had fever and I nearly died. The stick was 
never found. The Ammah drew it into the temple. Listen, 
lady ; you will hear the noise of a soft scuffling of feet inside.” 

Nurse Mary could not help smiling ; but she removed her 
hand from the hole and listened. She could undoubtedly 
catch the faint muffled sound of some animal moving within ; 
and she thought she could hear the breathing of a living 
creature. She nodded her head to the peon’s great satis- 
faction, 

“Yes! I can distinctly hear sounds inside that might be 
made by a jackal.” 

‘“* If the Ammah touched your hand or even a stick held 
by your Honour, misfortune would surely come,” he said 
gravely. ‘* Will it please you, lady, to return. The sun 
will soon set and it is not good to be on the hill after its light 
has left the earth.’ 
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‘* T must go to the top before we turn back.”’ 

Daood led the way, passing up a small ravine where the 
trees, sheltered from the winds of the monsoons, grew more © 
luxuriantly than on the exposed parts. 

She was rewarded for her climb by a fine view over the 
surrounding country ; but the peon would not allow her to 
remain. He was in a fidget to get back. Something he had 
seen disturbed him more than a little. Nurse Mary deter- 
mined to come another day and by herself. She had no fear 
of demons and witches’ spells. 

** T suppose there are no tigers on this hill,” she observed, 
as at Iast she prepared to go. 

For answer Daood stopped and pointed to the trunk of a 
tree at the entrance of the ravine through which they had 
come. The bark had been freshly scored by the sharp 
claws of a large feline animal, whether tiger or leopard she 
could not say. The moss had been torn off and scattered in 
strips on the turf. 

** What is it ? a tiger or a leopard or a jungle cat ? ” she 
asked. 

“Only a tiger, lady, could do thus. It is the son of the 
Rakshah! He walks abroad after the sun has gone down, 
looking for the Ammah. He sharpens his claws in readiness 
to tear her in pieces. Come, lady; let us hurry. No good 
ever came from meeting a devil!” 


CHAPTER VII 


HE sun had set by the time Nurse Mary reached the 
Phul Bagh, otherwise the Garden of Roses. She 
removed her hat and cloak and sent Cassim for her table- 
lamp ; ; for darkness was coming on with the rapidity of the 
tropics. There was no sound of voices from the direction of 
the invalid’s room. His visitors were gone. She went in 
to see how he was progressing, wondering if the interview had 
done him the good she anticipated. He was pacing restlessly 
up and down the room. Hearing her footstep, he came out 
on to the verandah. 

** Well?” she said; and there was a question in her 
exclamation which he answered. 

“I have seen my sister and my sister-in-law and their 
children. They were kind and good to me.’ 

** Anyone else ? ” 

‘© My sister-in-law’s people and two of my cousins who help 
in overlooking the ryots. We talked much of the estate. 
It has done well while I have been away. The harvests 
have been good and the price of rice has risen through the 
large purchases made by Government for the troops. The 
revenues have never been so large.” 

‘* That was good news for you,”’ said Nurse Mary cheerily. 
** Who else paid you a visit ? ” 

“The hakeem; he would have prescribed for me; but 
I told him that I was still under the orders of the Doctor 
belonging to the Hospital at Bangalore. I am tired, Nurse 
Mary.” 

His voice sounded a note of fatigue—or was it disap- 
pointment ? She glanced at him keenly as though she 
divined trouble. 

** And your wife ? I thought I should find her here, ready 
to dispute my position of nurse. I should be alas very 
pleased if she would come and help me,”’ 
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Gabriel looked at her, but did not speak. 
** You saw her ?’’ persisted Nurse Mary, in whose mind a 


sudden doubt had arisen. 


“She could not come; she is ill,” he replied ; the dis- 
appointment was unmistakable. 

** What’s the matter with her ? ” she asked sharply. She 
had no intention of allowing the affair to rest without making 
an effort to give him what he wanted. 

“* They say she has influenza.” 

** If that’s the case, she mustn’t come near you for a day. 
or two. How long has she had it ? ”’ 

** Five or six days.” 

““Then she must be nearly well by now and free from 
infection. To-morrow I will go and see her myself. The 
infectious period will have passed by then ; and if there are 
no complications she may come to your room or you may go 
to her. -Cheerio ! you won’t have long to wait. You will 
be all the better for a night’s rest and I will bring her to you 
directly after your early breakfast.” 

There was no answering glow of happiness on his face. He 
was angry as well as disappointed. 

“* I wanted to see her and speak with her, even if I was not 
allowed to touch her. We could have met here, in the open 
verandah, without any danger. I would have gone to her ; 
but my brother placed himself before me at the door over 
there and forbade me to pass to her room. He said it would 
be madness in my delicate state of health to risk infection.” 

““He was quite right,” she felt obliged to say; but the 
thought arose that he had been just a little too rigid. A 
meeting in the open air would have had no ill effect. Perhaps 
Michael was afraid lest the eager young wife should run 
into her husband’s arms and take no denial. ‘“‘ Come and 
sit down in your room and I will tell Mahmoud to light 
your lamp. This darkness is depressing in itself.”’ 

‘* It would not be depressing if she were with me, the light 
of my eyes ! the moon of my heart ! my bride! my love!” 
he cried, unable to restrain himself. 

‘* Patience, Captain Gabriel. To-morrow, perhaps!” 

“* To-morrow ! to-morrow!” he repeated irritably. ‘“ All 
joys are promised to-morrow; their fulfilment never 
arrives | ”’ ; 

She took him-by the arm and led him to his chair. Her 
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cool, firm hand closed over his long, slender fingers with a 
motherly,- reassuring grip. : 

“Ah! just as I thought! You are feverish again. The 
same old trouble! I thought we were going to get rid of 
this daily little attack when we came here. The journey and 
the excitement of seeing your people has been too much for 
you.” - | 

She settled him back on his cushions and put the lamp by 
his side, shading its light from his eyes. With the help of 
Mahmoud she mixed a sherbet drink for him. 

‘You don’t ask me where I have been, Captain Gabriel,” 
she said, as she received the empty glass back. 

“Have you had a walk?” | 

** A delightful walk to the top of the hill.” 

** Really, you English women have no end of vitality! I 
wish I felt as energetic as you,” he replied, looking at her 
with awakening interest. _ | 

** It will come in time and we will go up the hill together. 
You shall give me your version of the story of the demon 
tiger and the strange person, called by Daood, the Ammah.”’ 

‘““T am not sure that it will differ from the old peon’s.”’ 

** You don’t believe it ? ”’ 

** Of course not. It is a legend. There are any number 
of these rocky hills on the plateau of Mysore, some large, 
some small. They all have some legend attached of the 
same nature as Daood’s story but differing in detail. Giant 
demons, sometimes brothers, sometimes husband and wife, 
or lovers like these you have heard about, are believed to 
have quarrelled and fought, and to have thrown the boulders 
and broken rocks that you see lying around at each other. 
They kill each other, but always come to life again the next 
_ day, even though the victor may have made a meal off his 
enemy.”” 

‘‘ They seem to be of the same nature as our traditional 
ogres. Iam sure Daood believes the tale, although he would 
not admit it. And I think he is afraid of Hindu demons. 
He told me that if I listened I might hear the demon jackal 
inside the temple. I certainly did hear something shuffling 
about behind the stone door.” 

‘** A real jackal; but the tiger is not real. We have no 
Ne about here in these days,” remarked Captain Gah- 
TIeL, 
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“* Indeed, you make a mistake! ”’ cried Nurse Mary with 

some excitement. ‘I saw the marks of claws on the trunk 
of any where a tiger had scratched it just as a-cat scratches 
wood.” 
** You did ! impossible !”’ he exclaimed, the spirit of the 
big game hunter springing up with a flash. ‘“Oh!'if only — 
I were well enough I would lie up this very night for it! I 
must look to my rifles to-morrow morning. This is a chance 
that doesn’t happen more than once in ten years.” 

“* Then tigers don’t usually haunt the place ? ” 

‘* Very, very rarely; accidentally, we sportsmen call it. 
They are wanderers and this one is only passing by. I won- 
der if it has a mate.” : 

** ‘We saw only the mark of this one,” she replied. 

** T must see Daood to-morrow and find out if it has left 
any other trace of its presence. The pug-marks ought to be. 
found by the river. I will go myself early in the morning 
and look for them. You shall come too, Nurse Mary.” 

She asked if there was any danger in going up the hill with 

a tiger in the jungle. He assured her that there was nothing 
to fear unless the tiger proved to be a man-eater, which was 
not likely. Man-eaters were not common. They discussed 
the conditions under which tigers might prove dangerous, 
and he had many stories to tell. The time passed quickly 
and as he talked he forgot his personal disappointment. _ 
_ The servants brought his evening meal. Three or four 
" appeared carrying a dish or a plate. Among them was a 
girl of about seventeen. She was not veiled, being virtually 
a slave, although she was not called by that name. Her 
pale olive complexion, reddened lips and darkened eyes could 
not fail to hold the attention. The features were small and 
perfect and her figure just coming to maturity. She was 
draped in pale rose-coloured silk of the softest texture. At 
first Nurse Mary took her for the missing wife, the Sahiba 
Nourma, and she said quickly to Gabriel : 

‘This is not your wife, is it?” 

A frown crossed his brow as he replied: ‘‘ No; it is one 
of my wife’s maids.” Then heturned toaservant. ‘‘ What 
is this woman doing here? Did I ask for her?” he de- 
manded, with a curious note of anger in his tcne. 

‘“‘Huzoor, the Beebee sent her, thinking that she might 
amuse your Honour. She plays well on the zither.” 
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‘** When I want her I will tell you to bring her. Till then 
she is to stay away.” 

‘* Excellency, it was not my doing that she came. I would 
have forbidden her, but she brought messages from the 
Shahzada and the Beebee——” 

“The Beebee!”’ He spoke sharply with eyebrows bent 
in anger. In speaking of the Beebee the servant meant 
Michael’s wife. 

“I should have said the Sahiba.” , 

‘“‘ There is only one Beebee in this house, and that is the 
lady Nourma. See that you do not make the mistake again 
or I shall have no further use for your services.”’ 

He relapsed into his gloomy mood like a deeply disap- 
pointed, wayward boy. Yet the natural instinct of the 
master of the house spoke when the term Beebee, only used 
in speaking of the head of the harem, was applied to his 
brother’s wife. ‘‘ He is getting better; he is so satisfac- 
torily cross !’’ thought optimistic Nurse Mary with a little 
smile. 

He took his dinner in silence, showing himself decidedly 
unwilling to talk; and she slipped away to write a letter 
to Jimmy, to tell him that they had arrived safely, and to 
report on the health of her patient. 

‘* It is too early to give an opinion at present as to whether 
the change will do all the good we hope for,” she concluded. 
‘* He seems too tired this evening to be capable of any real 
delight in being home again. I shall look for a difference 
to-morrow when he has had a night’s rest.” 

She returned to Captain Gabriel’s room to find him leaning 
back listlessly on his pillows with closed eyes. 

*‘ Over-fatigued and feverish,” was her pronouncement 
on his condition. ‘ Bed is the best place for you. To-mor- 
row you will feel another person and we must see if you are 
fit to overhaul your rifles. You may as well have them in 
readiness in case the tiger stays long enough to give you a 
chance of shooting him.” 

After he was in bed she took his temperature. The fever 
had returned. It was not very high, but it was sufficient to 
be a drain on his strength and to retard his recovery. Nurse 
Mary gave him his medicine, turned down the light and 
left him. He thanked her and closed his eyes wearily. In 
the verandah she encountered Michael, | 
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* How is my brother ? ” he asked with an anxiety he could 
not hide. 

* Tired with all he has gone through; first the journey 
and then seeing his family. It was almost too much for 
him.” 

She refrained from mentioning the non-appearance of his 
wife, knowing the sensitiveness of all orientals to comment on 
any individual member of the family circle. Michael, 
however, had no scruples. He went at once to the subject 
that was uppermost in her mind. 

“‘I am sorry,” he said easily and without a trace of 
embarrassment. ‘“‘ My brother’s wife is suffering from an 
attack of influenza. I did not think it safe for the Nourma 
Sahiba to come with the fever upon her.” 

** You were quite right. It would have been bad for both 
ofthem. He will be better after a night’ s rest and I hope the 
Beebee will be well again in a few days.’ | 

Her gave her a sharp glance at the term she had applied 
to the lady he had called Sahiba, but he did not allude to 
it. 

*““ I am sure the Sahiba will be about again: in a couple of 
days,’’ he said shortly. 

“ I should like her to come and help mein my duties in the 
omer room. They are very light and it would please 

“That 1s very kind of you. The young Sahiba is: very 
teachable. It will be good for her to learn how you manage. 
She has never seen a European lady in her life.”’ 

** Nor a picture of one, I understand,” said Nurse Mary. 

He raised his hand in protest. 

** All imagery in wood and stone, or anything in the form 
of a picture, is strictly forbidden by the Koran. Even if we 
allow our children to play with dolls, the dolls must be 
without features and limbs. I must trust to you, Nurse 
Mary, not to give the Sahiba an opportunity of looking upon 
anything of the kind.” 

** Of course I will keep all illustrated papers out of sight, if 
you wish it. Do you never see any newspapers yourself 
with ‘photographs of the war?” 

““ Never; I can imagine what war is like and I need no 
images to tell me.” 

*“‘ If Captain Gabriel’s wife is not better to-morrow, I will 
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come and see her. I may be able to give her something 
which will help on her recovery.” 

“The hakeem has prescribed this,”’ said Michael, pro- 
ducing a small bottle of aspirin tabloids. 

‘‘ The very thing ! ”’ she exclaimed in surprise at seeing so 
modern a remedy in the hands of such a conservative man. 
‘** Where did you get it?” 

‘** By his. advice I sent into Bangalore for it. You ap- 
prove ?” 

‘“‘ Entirely ; I didn’t know that your native doctors were 
so advanced as to use a modern remedy like this. Do you 
often send into Bangalore ? ”’ 

‘A cooly goes every day, returning the next. We have 
four men who are employed for that purpose and do nothing 
else. Let me know if you want anything from the shops. 
It shall be procured.” 

Nurse Mary thought of her letter. 

‘* Could the man be trusted to.carry this letter to the 
Hospital on the High Ground ? ”’ 

** Most certainly. The note shall be delivered to-morrow 
at mid-day without fail.” 

“Does the man walk all the way ? ”’ 

** He walks five miles to the nearest station and goes on 
by train. Or if you would wish to have the letter posted 
he may be trusted to put it in the post-box at the station ; 
it is the nearest we have.” 

She handed him the'letter she had written to Jimmy 

** I shall be glad if you will tell him to leave the note at the 
Hospital and to ask for a reply. I shall have to write every 
day to the Doctor. He wishes to have a daily report.” 

‘*Send me the letter by your servant and it shall be 
delivered by our cooly without fail,” said Michael. 

Her own evening meal was being brought up by Cassim 
and another servant, a stranger. Michael watched them 
as they carried the dishes into her sitting-room. Nurse 
sae glanced at the second man. Her companion noted the 
glance. 

** T have given this servant orders that he is to wait on you 
and help your man. I can let you have another if he is not 
sufficient, or if he proves unsatisfactory,” said Michael. 

** You are very kind and I am most grateful,” said Nurse 
Mary. She was astonished at the forethought of her host. 
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She could not have been better cared for had she been the 
guest at the country house of some English squire. She 
had no suspicion that the man was a spy. 

“It is nothing! This is my brother’s house; I am but 
his steward, anc I only do what I know he wishes done.” 
Then to change the conversation and stop any further 
thanks, he said: “I saw you go out this afternoon to take 
a walk. I hope old Daood went with you.” 

‘* He did ; and we climbed to the top of the hill. Captain 
Gabriel was much interested to hear that we saw the recent 


_ marks of a tiger’s claws on the stem of a tree.”’ 


‘“‘ A tiger ! impossible! You must be mistaken!” cried 
Michael, startled and inclined to be incredulous. 

‘“‘ There was no mistake about it. Ask the old peon ; 
he will tell you what we saw. I understand that they don’t 
often pay you visits.” 

** ‘We have not had one round this hill for several years. 
This will alarm the villagers.” 

‘* It did not frighten me,” she rejoined with a laugh. 

** Naturally ; you are not a believer in Hindu devils, nor 
am I. The people will think that the Rakshah’s son walks 
in the shape of this tiger to pursue and eat the demon jackal ; 
and nothing we can say to the contrary will persuade them 
otherwise. I must go and look at the tree to-morrow morn- 
ing. Did you mention it to my brother ? ”’ 

** Yes; and he was immensely interested. He talked of 
his rifles and the possibility of lying up for it over a kill.” 

**T have all his rifles in good order. One of my servants 
keeps them clean under my own eyes. Do you think he is 
strong enough to sit up for the beast ? ” 

*“* He would be if we could stop this daily attack of fever 
which comes on unaccountably every evening.”’ 

** The best cure would be for him to have the Sahiba with 
him,” was the unexpected reply. 

“You think so! That is my opinion. You will help me 
to bring it about, won’t you ?”’ said Nurse Mary warmly. 
In spite of his old-fashioned views, what a sensible man he 
was where human nature was concerned! _ 

Cassim announced that the dinner was on the table. She 
held out her hand in an impulse of grateful friendliness. 

‘* Good night, Michael Sahib. I am happy to think that 
I shall have your help. Together we shall soon restore 
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your brother’s health. I-reckon that in a fortnight’s time 
if he wishes to go he ought to be well enough to obey the 
summons of his King and start for England.” 

“Will he? Will he indeed ? ” demanded Michael with 
an eagerness that held anxiety and hope. .. : 

‘* I feel sure of it ; but first we must get the young Beebee 
to take her proper place, and that as quickly as possible. 
We can do nothing without her help.” She was turning away 
to go to her room when he stopped her. 

**One moment; your servants. I have given orders for 
their food to be supplied. If they have anything to com- 
plain of, please let me know.” | 

He left her with head held high and with firm, unhurried 
tread. He was an ideal native gentleman, a surprise to 
Nurse Mary, whose experience of well-born Muhammadans 
was very limited. 

The dinner served up for Nurse Mary was excellent. 
It was perfectly cooked and English in every detail. Even 
the wine was not forgotten, although she was the guest 
of a family of rigid abstainers,—faithful followers of the 
Prophet—to whom all alcohol was forbidden by the Koran. 
She did not touch the claret, and she gave an order to Cassim 
to return it to the keeper of the storeroom, who was told 
that no wine would be needed by the English lady. 

',The evening was cool but not cold. The air was fresh. 
and soft and full of the scent of jasmine and tuberose lilies. 
The roses reserved their sweetness for the sun. What a 
palace of delight to live in! she thought. It was planted 
down in a perfect climate with scenery that had a charm of 
its own. Who could not be happy there with the loved one 
by his side! She thought of Gabriel, the impatient husband, 
counting the minutes to the coming of his wife. A touch of 
envy suddenly assailed her. Nosuch joy awaited her. Then 
she fell to thinking what she would have done under the same 
circumstances as those in which Nourma found herself. 
What if a husband were impatiently waiting for her? Could 
anything have held her back’? Would she not have risen 
from her sick-bed and stolen to him, at least to feast her eyes 
upon him even if she might not touch him ? ; 

She rose from her seat and thrust the thoughts aside. 
They bred vain longings and heartache. Moreover, they 
brought back scenes of misery and disappointment not 
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unmingled with indignation, which she was trying hard to 
live down and forget. Work was the only cure for a bruised 
heart ; work with exclusive thought for others. For others 
she must live and in the performance of her self-imposed 
duties she must forget that there ever existed such a person 
as Rosemary Edenhope. Cassim approached to clear the 
table. 

Nurse Mary hurried away to give a last look at her charge. 
As she drew aside the purdah and entered, she heard the 
sound of a footfall. She glanced round. The room was 
dimly lighted by the night lamp that stood on a table. Be- 
yond the bedroom was a dressing-room, the open door being 
screened by a purdah. The bottom of the curtain swayed 
ever so slightly. There was no wind to move the heavy 
drapery. Some one must have passed through while she 
crossed the sitting-room. 

She listened, but could hear nothing. Probably it was 
Captain Gabriel’s servant Mahmoud. She looked closely 
at her patient. He was sleeping restlessly, the fever still 
upon him. She placed a glass of barley water on the teapoy 
near the bed, and gave a glance to the lamp to note if there 
was sufficient oil to last till morning. Mahmoud came in 
from the sitting-room and approached the bed. He looked 
at his master and then at Nurse Mary. 

‘* Where are you sleeping ? ’’ she whispered. 

For answer he pointed to a mat on the floor at the foot of 
the bed. She nodded and left him. As she passed through 
the verandah on her way to her room, she caught sight of 
the hill. It stood black against the sky, its outline harsh 
and forbidding. She stepped on to the terraced roof. The 
great house lay round her with its many inmates and beyond 
was the village. Dim points of light indicated the oil lamps 
of the villagers. Themen were already rolled in their dark 
blankets for the night ; and the women were hurrying with 
the final washing-up of pots so that they, too, might take 
their rest. 

Judy, waiting to be released from her duties, crept for- 
ward towards her mistress. She too looked out at the hill, 
not in admiration of its wild massive outline but in terror 
of what she believed it held. 

‘‘ Not a good place, this,” she murmured. 

‘* Not good ! I’m surprised. Haven’t you had good food ? ” 
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“Very good, ma’am.’ 

‘** And you have a Sonate room to yourself ? ”’ 

** Ah ! bah ! there is comfort with good food to be found i in 
prisons ; and there is no trouble,” was the cryptic rejoinder. 

‘You don’t like being here.” 

They were in the bedroom now and Judy was brushing 
Nurse Mary’s long soft hair. 

‘* How soon Missus going back ? ® asked the ayah, ignoring 
the last remark. 

‘* Not until Captain Gabriel is quite well.”’ 

** That will never be as long as he stops here,” said Judy 
in little more than awhisper. “Can anyone live safely with 
devils?’ and Judy glanced apprehensively in the direction 
of the hill which she knew to be there, though it might not be 
visible with the curtains drawn. 

“ There are no devils inside the house. Michael Sahib and 
his family are as kind as they can be.” 

The ayah did not respond, and Nurse Mary remembered 
that the woman was a Hindu and her host was a Muhamma- 
dan. The racial antagonism fully accounted for the ayah’s 
attitude. Perhaps it might-be as well to send Judy back 
to Bangalore and tell Cassim to find some woman of his own 
race who could do all that was needed. for the time she was 
staying with Captain Gabriel. 

At that moment a melancholy howl filled the night with a 
sudden discordant sound. She recognized it as the cry of 
the ubiquitous jackal from which no up-country village is 
free. To Judy’s ears it conveyed another impression alto- 
gether. She fell at Nurse Mary’s feet, holding tightly to 
her dressing-gown. 

‘**Missus!~ The Ammah! She brings bad luck to all who 
hear her ery!” 


CHAPTER VIII 


URSE MARY woke at daybreak the next morning. 

The air was sweet and contained a freshness that 

reminded her of Coonoor. She was conscious of a certain 

joyousness in the mere fact that she was alive. It was the 

_ joyousness of youth and good health, of the glowing vitality 

of the blood. She could have laughed and sung in the first 
minutes of her awakening. 

Then came memory to remind her of many things; a 
memory that sobered although it could not quench that 
buoyancy of spirits; and after it the thought of her present 
surroundings. She was staying in a palace such as might 
have come out of the Arabian Nights’ tales except that it 
was more up-to-date, with many luxurious fittings and furni- 
‘ture of modern fashion. It was delightful to be away from — 
the Hospital with its eternal atmosphere of iodoform and 
carbolic. It was a holiday to mind and body not to have 
operations to think of; no wards claiming her close atten- 
tion; no pain-racked faces and tired eyes to meet with a 
genuine sympathy that often tore her heart-strings. 

She slipped on her dressing-gown and went to the window 
of her bedroom, which looked out in the opposite direction 
to the hill. She saw cultivated lands and the great river 
in the distance. . Its name she had not yet discovered. With 
the people it went by the name of the great river. She could 
distinguish green fields, park-like stretches of grass with noble 
trees, woods and the tributary river that ran from the hill. 

Already little groups of washermen were busy at the edges 
of the stream, making bright patches of colour with the 
clothes spread on the pale gleaming sand on the river bed. 

Judy brought in a tray and placed it on a small table in 

the window. Again Nurse Mary was conscious of a homeli- 
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ness as well as a studied completeness in the consideration - 
for her comfort. Nothing had been forgotten. The marma- 
lade was of the best ; the butter and the boiled egg of the 
freshest ; and the hot scones would have been a credit to 
any Scotch cook. Judy’s face had no answering smile 
to the smile that greeted her appearance. 

** What a glorious morning, Judy!” said Nurse Mary. 
‘** J hope you slept as well as I did.” 

‘Plenty noises in the night,” was the gloomy reply. 
‘* Missus never hearing ? ”* 

She glanced sharply at her mistress and with a certain 
amount of curiosity. 

“I heard nothing.” 

** Jackals talking plenty too much,” she replied in the 
language which the native servants call Eengliss. 

‘* What were they talking about ? ” asked Nurse Mary. 

‘“‘ The tiger done come into the jungle on the droog (hill). 
People say tiger very bad ; never making any sound ; creep- 
ing, creeping through jungle like small cat and tearing 
everything to bits with sharp claws. Very bad! Very 
bad ! ” | 

Judy shook her head and placed her hand before her 
mouth as she spoke lest the devil should jump down her 
throat and take up his lodging in her body. 

-** What did the tiger tear and rend last night ? ”’ 

‘* A woman’s cloth that was left out by the river to dry. 
This way and that way tearing all to pieces.” 

‘It was better than tearing the woman to pieces,”’ said 
Nurse Mary cheerfully. 

‘“‘ There was blood on the cloth ; spots of blood,”’ replied 
Judy with awe. ; 

** You don’t mean to say that the tiger killed the woman 
to whom the cloth belonged ? ” said Nurse Mary, beginning 
to look serious. 

** No one dead this morning,”’ answered Judy with deepen- 
ing gloom. It would have been far more satisfactory from 
her point of view if some villager had been found mangled 
as well as the saree. 

** Anyone missing ? ” 

** No, ma’am.” 

“Then how came the blood on the cloth ? ”’ 

Judy bustled about her work, tossing up the mosquito 
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curtains and tidying the room unnecessarily. Nurse Mary 
repeated her question. 

“That tiger a devil tiger,” mumbled Judy, stripping 
down the bed and throwing the sheets and blanket over a 
chair. ‘ Village people saying he kill and eat Ammah,” 

““If that was so, they would find her bones, wouldn’t 
they ?” 

Judy glanced again at Nurse Mary, who was gravely 
busy with the egg. Was she laughing at her tale? No; she 
was quite serious, as, indeed, everyone ought to be who spoke 
of devils. Judy ventured to explain in her own way. 

** After eating Ammah, tiger sleeping. Sun climbing up 
out of the palm trees, Ammah come to life again. Plenty 
bad for tiger, that business; so village people saying. I 
never see; I hear noises all night. What time will the 
lady take bath ? ” 

“The usual time. I shall dress and go for a walk now. 
Breakfast at nine. You may tell Cassim. Coffee; not tea, 
please.” 

Before leaving the house Nurse Mary paid her patient a 
visit. He was up and dressed. She took his temperature. 

“Fever gone, Nurse ? ” 

*“ Quite ; and I hope for good. Did you have a quiet 
night ? ” 

‘Yes, when once I got to sleep. I woke up at midnight 
and remained awake a long time, I couldn’t rest. I walked 
out on to the roof. I hope I didn’t disturb you.” 

“I heard nothing; if I had I should have given you 
another sedative. The excitement of the journey and seeing 
your people was too much for you.”’ 

‘** Perhaps; or was it that I did not see the one I most 
wished to meet?” he said with a troubled bend of the 
straight eyebrows. ‘“ You are going out fora walk. May I 
come with you?” 

‘“ Yes,” replied Nurse Mary after a slight pause. ‘“ We 
mustn’t go far.” 

* Not up the hill? ” 

“* Decidedly not,” she rejoined with professional authority. 

“* Then I will take you to the river, our little river. It 
runs round the foot of the hill on the south side through 
jungle and comes out into the open near the village.” 

They reached the rose garden and passed on to the central 
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portico. Again Nurse Mary noted the beautiful pillars of 
polished chunam, white and glossy as the finest marble. 


On leaving the grounds they turned into a rough pathway - 


that ran under the high walls enclosing the grounds. For- 
bidding walls they seemed to Nurse Mary, with their embat- 
tlements and heavy buttresses. On the other side of the 
path was a line of small houses built of sun-baked bricks 
and roofed with red tiles. Neither window nor door was 
visible in the long, irregular wall that formed the backs of 
these village dwellings. 

Captain Gabriel and his companion left the houses behind, 
and passed into a bit of jungle where grew palms and tussocks 
of long harsh grass, bramble bushes and thorny acacias. 
The path was well trodden, for the people used it to fetch 
water from the stream. | 

The jungle ceased abruptly and they found themselves 
on open ground familiar enough to her guide. It ended ina 
drop of twenty feet, and below lay the sandy bed of the stream. 
As it was not the rainy season the river was nothing but a 
blue ribbon of water that spread out into pools here and there, 
edged with pampas grass and reeds. 

On the, other side of the river rose the hill, which at this 
point was well covered with jungle. The temple and stone 
figures seen by Nurse Mary in her exploration the evening 
before were not visible from this point. A large flat rock 
stretched like a rampart from the hill to the river, jutting 
out into the middle of a large pool, so that the water flowed 
on two sides of it. At the back of it rose another enormous 
bastion. The strata ran horizontally and gave it the appeart- 
ance of being artificially built. It deceived Nurse Mary. 

“Is this an old Hindu castle?” she asked.} 

Captain Gabriel seated himself on a boulder. ‘‘ No; it 
is a natural formation. The villagers believe that it was 
built by the father of the Ammah. It is there that the 
Rakshah’s son brings the Ammah when he has caught her to 
make a meal off her at his leisure.” 

“Unpleasant person!” replied Nurse Mary, finding a 
corner of the boulder for herself, ‘‘ He has chosen a beautiful 
spot for his dining hall.” : 

** I used to come as a boy and sit for hours watching the 


ie top of the bastion, hoping that J might see the demon 
iger,”’ ° 
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** Whien of course you never did except in imagination.”’ 

‘‘Qnce I saw a real tiger—not the demon—lying at the 
edge of the platform. I took it for the devil, but it must 
have been a passing tiger that was taking shelter on the hill. 
You see that huge tree, the top of which overhangs the rock. 
The tiger was lying underneath the tree with sun and shadow 
upon it. As I stood here watching its every movement, it 
lifted its head and looked at me, sniffing the air as though it 
smelt my blood.” 

‘*'Weren’t you frightened ? ”’ 

““The river was between us; my wonder and curiosity 
were so, great I forgot to be frightened. Presently the tiger 
rose and: yawned. Never shall I forget its enormous red 
mouth and white teeth. They were terrible to look at. The 
beast sat up like a cat, washed its face and moved away, 
passing behind that upper rampart slowly and with delibera- 
tion. I can see it now in my mind's eye pausing to look 
round, the end of its barred tail twitching as it disappeared 
behind the corner of the rock.”’ 

‘* Did you report what you had seen ? ” 

‘** Rather ! and the villagers were persuaded to have a big 
beat ; but they saw nothing of the tiger. Their belief in its 
existence faded, and they were convinced that what I had 
seen was nothing less than the Rakshah’s son himself.” 

Nurse Mary strolled on a little way along the river bank. 
She returned in ten minutes to Captain Gabriel, who re- 
mained seated on the stone. ‘. 

“ Rough walking, I’m afraid,” he said, as she came up. 
‘* ¥feel as though I ought to apologize to you for bringing 
you here; but you said you wanted to see the river.”’ 

‘So I did ; it looks so tempting from a distance ; but it is 
very different from our river-sides in England, where there 
are sweet meadows of soft grass and flowers and no thorns.” 

‘““'We ought to be riding, not walking. Why! look! 
Here comes old Daood with my pony for me; but nothing 
to carry you, Nurse.”’ | 

** Flike the walk ; I want the exercise,”’ she replied quickly. 
‘She was pleased to see the pony. It would be better for 
Captain Gabriel to ride home than walk, even though it was 
not far from the house. 

‘‘ Who told you to bring the pony, peon ? ” asked Captain 
Gabriel as Daood came up. 
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‘** The Sahib. He saw your Honour walk abroad with the 
strength of a young elephant. ‘The young Shahzada will 
come home like a child. Take the pony,’ he said. Huzoor, 
I have obeyed his order.”’ 

Gabriel climbed into the saddle, protesting that he was 
quite strong and able to walk; but Nurse Mary inwardly 
thanked Michael for his forethought. The walking, as 
Gabriel had said, was rough and consequently fatiguing to 
an invalid. She led the way on foot, and they returned to 
the house by the path they had come. At the portico 
Gabriel dismounted. ~ 

** Let’s look at the roses,’’ said Nurse Mary, as they walked 
out into the courtyard. “ They are wonderful; I never 
saw such a collection.” 

Together they strolled along the paved narrow paths formed 
by the grouping of the pots. From the windows that over- | 
looked the rose garden curious eyes peeped and pried. The 
casements were shuttered with venetians through which the 
people below could be seen. Every window had its little 
crowd, each speculating with the wildest imagination as to 
what the young Shahzada and the white woman in the strange 
dress with the red cross spoke of. She must be a bold crea- 
ture, for she frequently brought a smile of amusement to the 
lips of his Excellency. Was she his wife ? asked some of the 
younger women. Nay! how could she be, seeing she was 
not a Mussulmani woman. 

And now, look! They were leaving the garden below to 
walk in the upper courtyard. There! behold! Lo! did 
she not lay a hand upon his arm! It was more than a 
favourite wife would dare to do with a young husband. 
Ah ! truly ! could they be anything but husband and wife ? 
And why not ?* A follower of the Prophet may take unto 
himself three wives if he chooses without blame or blemish 
to his character. 

Among that crowd was a beautiful girl with large eyes into 
which shadows had crept. She was young, but she wore 
the full dress of a married woman. Silently she watched, 
following every movement with a puzzled expression. 
Although the gestures might be from her point of view those 
of husband and wife as they walked among the roses, the 
looks that accompanied them were not indicative of either 
love or married bliss, 
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Captain Gabriel and Nurse Mary stood by the fountain, 
looking into its limpid basin at the gold-fish moving lazil 
by the green stems of the arums that bordered the pond. 
The head gardener approached with a large bunch of roses 
which he presented to Nurse Mary. The pleasure of the 
lady and approval of the master were sufficient reward. He 
moved away and rejoined his men, who were busy turning 
over the soil on the top of the pots. 

Again inquisitive eyes watched ‘every movement with 
whispered comment. Only the girl with the shadowy eyes 
was silent, standing a little apart from the rest with an inborn 
pride that forbade any familiarities on the part of her com- 
panions. Once Gabriel lifted his eyes and looked up at the 
casement where she stood unseen by him. Did he feel her 
presence ? was there some subtle unconscious telegraphy 
between them? She caught her breath and clasped her 
hands upon her breast. Turning, she would have slipped 
away down the corridor upon which the windows opened ; 
but watchful eyes divined the impulse that prompted the 
movement and a soft but imperious voice said, “ Stay, 
sister, do not go or we shall have to follow. Let us watch 


till the strange white woman is gone.” 


Nourma gave her sister-in-law a frightened glance, as 
though she had been caught transgressing, and resumed her 
place at the casement, which by common consent had been 
left for her exclusive use. 

Nurse Mary and her patient strolled towards the next 
portico and disappeared inside the upper hall of pillars, to 
the intense disappointment of the crowd of watchers. It was 
so seldom that anything of an exciting nature came into their 
dull narrow lives. What they had seen would serve as food 
for gossip and speculation for a week. 

Nurse Mary walked slowly with a purpose. When her 
companion with the restlessness of an unsatisfied desire . 
would have hurried, she restrained him. 

“No hurry, Captain Gabriel. We have all the day before 
us with nothing to do and plenty of time to do it.” 

‘* Tam quite strong again, Nurse. I feel as if I could climb 
to the top of the hill and have a look round for that tiger.” 

_ To-morrow, perhaps. To-day you must rest ; but after 
breakfast you shall look at your rifles. ‘Your brother says 
they are in good order,” 
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It was still early when they reached the verandah into 
which their respective rooms opened. Nurse Mary walked 
out on to the terraced roof. 

‘*T must examine the hill by broad daylight. It is not 
nearly so forbidding in, outline now that I can see the trees 
and rocks in their true colours. By night they looked so 
black against the sky.” : 

The terraced roof was broad and wide and covered a larg 
block of rooms on the lower floor. The end was guarded by 
a balustrade. Looking over it she could see another ter- 
raced roof, and again beyond that a third. Between the 
lower story and the hill Iay rough, uneven ground where 
once houses had been. To the left was the little river they 
had visited, gleaming in the sunlight. To the right rose 
the rocky shoulder of the hill on which the temple stood. 

‘““ The droog, as the old peon calls it, fascinates me with 
its wild jungle and grey rocks,” said Nurse Mary. “ It 
lends itself to the belief that it is haunted by evil spirits.” 
Then she turned round and with her back against the balus- 
trade contemplated the breadth and length of roof and wall. 
‘The house is much larger than it appears at first sight as 
one drives up to it.” 

‘* It can’t be seen from the carriage drive. You only get 
the front; you lose this part altogether,” replied Gabriel 
listlessly. He was not interested; his mind was dwelling 
“on matters more personal. “Nurse Mary, I want you to 
see my wife to-day and tell me exactly how she is. I mean 
to see her myself before long, whether she is ill or not. I 
have a right at least to look at her even if she is lying on a 
sick-bed. I am not one to forego my rights.”’ 

He spoke in a low voice, but his tone was determined. 

“* I hope you won’t run any risk of infection,”’ she replied, 
in her heart approving, yet professionally inclined to be 
cautious. 

A soft step sounded near them, and Michael appeared 
mounting a narrow flight of stairs from below which brought 
him to a corner of the terrace. He advanced with smiles of 
warm greeting, grasping first the hand of his brother and then — 
Nurse Mary’s. .. 2 

‘*“Did you sleep well?” he asked, looking at her with 
the air of an experienced host. ‘“‘ That’s good. And your 
dinner last night ? ” 
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She assured him that it was everything that could be 
desired. Having satisfied himself that the guest had been 
well-cared for, he turned to Gabriel. 

‘“And you, brother? Did you have a good night? I 
need not ask you if everything was served as you wished. 
Is not this your own house where you have only to speak and 
you will be obeyed ? ” 

‘* All was as I desired except ”’ He paused and then 
continued in a way that suggested an alteration of the sen- 
—tence—“‘ except that I did not sleep part of the night.” ; 

** IT hope there was no noise in the village or in the“house 
to disturb you.” 

** It was my own thoughts that made me restless.” 

‘“Ah! I understand,” replied Michael sympathetic- 
ally. 
‘Nurse Mary will go and see my wife and will bring me 
news of her condition. She is better this morning ? ”’ 

Michael did not reply to the inquiry. His eyes were upon 
the nurse. 

** You are not here to attend the family,”’ he said quickly. 
“We must not impose on you. If you once establish a 
reputation as lady doctor, I can assure you the hareem ladies 
will give you no peace. There is nothing they enjoy more 
than being doctored and taking medicine.” 

‘* IT should like to see her,” said Nurse Mary with decision. 

** And I wish it,” added Gabriel. 

‘That is very kind of you,” Michael hastened to say. 
‘* When will you pay the Sahiba a visit ? ” 

** When you like.” | 

“Will you come now? Iwill go and prepare her and her | 
attendants at once. They will like to know a few minutes 
beforehand that you are coming. Remember that you are 

the first Englishwoman they will have seen.” 

He went towards the suite of rooms on the other side of the 
staircase. They were shut off by a permanent screen built 
across the verandah. A small door in the screen gave access 
to the rooms; but it was barred inside. Nurse Mary heard 
him call and demand entrance. After a little delay the door 
opened just sufficiently to allow him to enter. It was closed 
immediately and the bolt was shot. 

Nurse Mary glanced at her companion. He frowned. 

* That bolt will have to be removed,” he said. 
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‘“‘ Have you always occupied the room you are now in ?” 
she asked. 

‘* Since I married.” 

‘“And your wife?” 

“ She had the rooms that are now yours.” 

““QOh ! why did you turn her out for me?” cried Nurse 
Mary, distressed at the thought. ‘‘ Surely in a big palace 
like this some rooms could have been found for me without 
disturbing the Beebee.”’ 

*“‘ It was not my doing. My brother and his wife made the 
arrangement. They were under the impression that you 
would have to be close to me. You see, they thought I was 
still very ill—a great mistake. I am quite well. “You are 
here, Nurse Mary, to give the Doctor reports and to watch 
the case, as I heard them say the day they * boarded ’ 
me. Yow are not here because I need a nurse’s care. That 
was all done with some days before I left the Hospital.” 

“It is so,” she replied. ‘* And being so why not change 
the arrangement and put me elsewhere ? You are master 
here. Give the order and see that it is obeyed.”’ 

“I don’t like to alter what my brother has done. It 
- seems so ungrateful. It would be all right if I could pass 
through that door at my pleasure.”’ 

‘You knew it was locked ? ”’ 

‘**T tried it Iast night.” 

‘* Have the bolt removed at once. You are the master 
of this house and your brother will quite understand, I 
feel sure.’ | 

Michael returned smiling and happy. 

“The Sahiba will be delighted to see you. She is not: 
at all well; but the thought of meeting an English lady 
has roused her out of her drowsiness. Come this way, 
madam.”’ 

He bustled back to the little door followed by Nurse Mary. 
The door was again half opened, the portress being hidden 
behind it. 

Captain Gabriel watched them as they went. His face 
wore a troubled expression. A sudden impulse sent him 
swiftly after them. Why should he not go too. He was 
just too late. As he reached the door it was shut and bolted. 
The portress could not have seen him. He knocked and tried 
to open it ; but no one came. 
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With something like a curse Gabriel turned away and 
retired to his room. : 

** Tam the master of this house, said Nurse Mary. AmI? 
Let me see to it that Iam ! ”’ he said, as he flung himself down 
in a chair. 


CHAPTER IX | 


URSE MARY passed through the door with a certain 

amount of curiosity. Like many people who go to 

the East, she knew that part of India with which she was 

brought into contact in her daily life. She had learned one 

of the languages, Hindustani; and she was familiar with 

. such types of natives as she met in her daily life within the 
Hospital and at the shops. 

The Europeanized native gentleman had not crossed her 
path until she was placed in charge of Captain Gabriel’s case, 
when he was first brought into the Hospital. In him she 
found a cultivated, refined patient in no way different from 
_ many Europeans who had passed through her hands. It was 
natural that she should conclude that his wife would be a 
woman of intelligence, even though she might not be highly 
educated. She also would probably have adopted certain 
European habits of living, and would have refined tastes, 
such as would make her appreciate the comfort of a higher 
civilization than was to be found among the conservative 
Muhammadans. | 

The very first sensation experienced by Nurse Mary on 
entering the hareem was the absence of light and fresh air. 
Between the lofty pillars of the verandah hung blinds of split 
bamboo lined with blue cotton material. They were fastened 
down to hooks in the floor. The strongest breeze could not 
stir them beyond giving them a shake which did not admit 
the air. | ; 

At first in the semi-darkness it was impossible to distin- 
guish any object. The air was murky with old wood-smoke 
and dust. As her eyes grew accustomed to the dim light, 
she was able to recognize various objects lying in confusion 
around her. Baskets of fruit and vegetables, bundles of 
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clothes that looked as if they had been tied up to go to the 
wash, brass vessels of all kinds, and water jars cumbered the 
place and gave her the impression of being in some lumber- 
room used also for a storeroom, and which was never 
cleaned. ‘ 

A number of women moved about with frightened, furtive 
movements, as though they were swayed by two impulses : 
one to fly and hide at the appearance of a stranger; the 
other to press forward and satisfy an overweening curiosity. 
Children copied their elders ; but with them inquisitiveness 
mastered the desire to hide. 

Michael uttered a short exclamation of impatience and 
made a sign with his hand ; at which the crowd disappeared 
like magic behind the purdahs that hung before every door. 
There was an undertone of whispering that was like the 
wind sighing through the bushes. 

He walked the length of the verandah and stopped before 
a heavily curtained doorway. A claw-like brown hand 
clasped the edge of the curtain and drew it a few inches 
aside. In the aperture appeared the towselled grey head of 
an old woman. Her lean figure was enveloped in crumpled 
white drapery, and her hawk-like eyes were fixed on Nurse 
Mary’s face with intense curiosity. 

‘““'Where is the Beebee? Why does she not come?” 
asked Michael imperiously. 

‘* The Honourable Beebce prepares to receive your Excel- 
lency. Ina few minutes she will be here.”’ 

‘“*T cannot wait. She must come now or I take the graci- 
ous English lady back to her room.” 

A boy dressed in a satin coat and trousers pushed his way 
forward past the old guardian of the doorway. On his head 
was a cap adorned with pearls and diamonds. 

‘““My father! the Shahzada!’ the child cried, running 
forward to escape the detaining grip of the woman. 

** Thy mother, little Sahib, where is she ? ’’ asked Michael. 

‘*She comes, even now; but without haste. It is for 
servants and slaves to run; not the Beebee,”’ replied the 
boy proudly. Then turning to Nurse Mary, he continued : 
‘You are the white woman in charge of my uncle, the 
Sahib. How do you make him obey you? You have taken 
his sword away. Where have you hidden it ? ” 

** Safe.in my box, little one,’”’ replied Nurse Mary. ‘‘ He 


88 DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


has conquered all his enemies and no longer needs one.” 

‘** And you, Sahiba, you have conquered him—at least, so 
they all said this morning when you walked with him in the 
rose garden,’’ responded the child, speaking with the manner 
of a grown-up member of the family. 

The curtain was again drawn aside and a tall, handsome 
woman stood before them. No smile of welcome lighted up 
her face. She gave Nurse Mary a deliberate comprehensive 
stare, and then glanced at her husband as though demanding 
a reason for the intrusion. 

‘“‘ This is my wife, madam,” he said to Nurse Mary. | “I 
will leave you with the Beebee and she will show you where 
to find my brother’s wife.” 

He took his wife aside and spoke in a low rapid tone, 
giving her no opportunity of making any reply. From the 
expression of her face she was not pleased with his directions. 
Meanwhile Nurse Mary stood confronted by the guardian 
of the purdah and the boy. 

** Are you married ? ”’ he asked, as soon as his parents had 
moved away. 

‘Tell me your name,”’ she said, ignoring the question. 
She knew something of the unscrupulous catechising to which 
an oriental will subject a stranger. 

‘Tt is not considered lucky to give names,” he replied 
cautiously. ‘‘ Who knows that you may not make magic 
with it and bring me to evil? They say that you are a 
witch. The Ammah called to you kast night. I heard her 
myself crying like a jackal.” 

‘**'You can tell me by what name you are known in the 
house.”’ 

‘*The young Sahib; and if they wish to please me and 
gain my favour, so that I speak well of them to my mother 
the Beebee, they call me the young Shahzada.” 

**'Who are ‘they’ ?” 

‘* The slaves of the house and sometimes the poor relations 
of our family. There are a great many relatives to whom 
my father gives rice. When I ‘am Shahzada here, I shall 
turn them all out. My father would send them away, but 
my uncle, Gabriel Sahib, wishes them to remain. My uncle 
isnotastrongman. The English have filled him with fancies 
and spoiled 

What more revelations concerning the family and its 
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bearing towards poor relations he might have made, had to 
be deferred, for Michael’s wife came up at the moment. 

** Lady, I will take you to the Sahiba Nourma’s room if you 
desire it,’’ she said in a level unemotional tonc that without 
being actually mimical had no note of friendliness init. ‘I 
cannot understand why you wish to see her.”’ 

‘** And I will go,’ added Michael, as though he were glad 
to escape. “If you find my sister-in-law seriously ill, I beg 
that you will not distress my brother by letting him know it. 
For his own sake he must look forward to her speedy recovery 
and their.reunion.” He turned to the boy. ‘“‘ Come, my 
son, let us go.”’ 

‘© T would rather wait and hear the talk of the English lady 
and what she says when she sees ; 

‘*Go with thy father, my child. The English lady does 
- not want thee. It is not wise to give her offence,’’ said 
Lilith. 

The boy glanced at Nurse Mary with an expression in 
which vague fear mingled with defiance. 

“Tam not afraid. The hakeem tied a talisman on my arm 
yesterday for which I gave him five rupees and a promise to 
commend him to my uncle as soon as I see him. No witch 
can bring me evil as long as I keep this charm upon my arm.” 

His dark eyes were fixed with open defiance in their depths 
upon Nurse Mary; the child had the courage of his race 
whatever faults of arrogance and pride he might possess. 

** Come and see your uncle’s rifles before I send them to 
his room,” said Michael persuasively. 

** Very well; since my father commands, lo ! I obey.” 

The boy stalked off with an assumption of condescending 
dignity that would have made Nurse Mary smile if his parents 
had not been there. They evidently took their young son 
seriously. When Michael and his child had disappeared she 
turned to Lilith and asked how long the patient had been ill. 

** Some ten days,” was the reply. 

** She ought to be well by this time.” 

“*So the hakeem said.” 

‘Has he seen her? ” 

‘The hakeem never sees the ladies of the hareem.” 

‘* Then how is he to judge of her condition ? ” asked Nurse 
Mary. | 

‘“The symptoms are described. He asks questions anc 
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according to the replies he gives his orders and the medicine. 
She is better, but she has no strength.” 

During this conversation they had remained standing 
outside the curtained door. The Sahiba made no movement 
to conduct Nurse Mary to the invalid’s room. Meanwhile 
with the departure of Michael the women reappeared, with 
such abruptness as to suggest the thought that they must 
have been listening behind the purdahs. They were of all 
ages, Some wore jewels of gold; others of silver, and a 
great number only brass. It was fine old brass, closely 
resembling gold, but it was not the precious metal. They 
all stared like a drove of puzzled oxen, and listened unabashed 
with greedy ears to what was passing between the two ladies. 

** Shall I go and see her?’ asked Nurse Mary. 

“It is not necessary.” 

_ “* Captain Gabriel, as well as the Sahib Michael, wish me 
to see her and take them a report.” 

‘* The hakeem can bring the report.” 

‘** Let him doso by all means. Captain Gabriel will like to 
hear what he has to say. I, too, must take back a report. 
Will you show me her room?” 

Nurse Mary spoke in even tones, knowing that patience 
and good temper were needed. Inwardly she chafed at the 
dead level of obstruction that was brought to bear upon her 
actions. She and Lilith had been standing in the verandah 
all this time. Nurse Mary longed to pull up a blind or two 
and let in light and fresh air, and then summon servants to 
sweep and dust and tidy the place. It smelt of a lumber- 
room and scullery combined. A basket of overripe bananas 
near her gave off a rotten, unwholesome odour that seemed 
to dominate all other smells. Her desire to leave the 
verandah and return to the sweet rose-scented air of her 
own rooms increased. 

Lilith made a sign to the old woman who still stood by the 
purdah. She advanced and moved along the verandah. 

‘* Follow her ; she will show you where to find the Sahiba,”’ 
said Michael’s wife, making no attempt to hide the disap- 
proval she felt at the visit. Without waiting for a reply 
Lilith passed through the purdah and was gone. 

The old woman stopped before a doorway, and drew aside 
the purdah with the single word, ‘‘ Enter.” 

If the enclosed verandah was dark and stuffy, this room 
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was ten times more so. It was similar in size and height 
to the one Nurse Mary was occupying. Every door and 
window was heavily curtained and the light was reduced 
to a dim twilight. The place held no furniture of a Euro- 
pean character. A canvas cot, known as a charpoy, covered 
with a bare mattress stood by the wall. Near it were more 
of the nondescript articles that cumbered the verandah : 
baskets, bundles, earthen and brass vessels. It suggested. 
moving house, with personal property put together by inex- 
perienced hands ready for the van-man. 

The invalid was not upon the cot. She was lying on the 
floor in the middle of the room propped up with a pile of 
cushions and covered with a dark rug. Nurse Mary stood 
looking at the huddled figure ; at the large dark eyes lifted 
to hers in fear and wonder. She knelt down and laid a 
hand on the invalid’s forehead. It was hot. Undoubtedly 
there was fever; but she could detect no sign of cold and 
cough. The fever might be anything, malarial or due to 
exposure to the sun ; or it might be the precursor of chicken- 
pox or some other infectious disease. She was not inclined 
to believe in its being infectious unless there were other 
_ symptoms to point that way. It was too dark to see if any 
tell-tale spots marked the patient’s face. 

“You are not feeling well,” she said gently. ‘“‘ I am so 
sorry. Captain Gabriel is very anxious about you.”’ 

Then she began to ask after symptoms that should give 
her a clue as to the nature of the disease ; but Nourma would 
not answer. Nurse Mary persisted with the determination 
to get something out of the patient. It was not of any help 
in diagnosing the complaint, when it came. | 

‘““Go away !”’ cried Nourma at last in a tone of irritation. 
**Go away and do not trouble me. You are a witch - 
woman.”’ 

‘** Indeed Iam not! Iam a friend of your husband. He 
is much better. You must get well and go to him.” 

“I will not go! He is nothing to me! They may beat. 
me if they like, but I will not go!” 

** That is baby talk, Sahiba! We must get you well, and 
then see what you will say to Captain Gabriel.” 

Nurse Mary brought out a clinical thermometer from the 
pocket of her apron and proceeded to take it from its case. 
Nourma watched her with gathering fear in her eyes. 
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‘** Ah ! bah ! what is that ?”’ she cried in alarm, gazing at 
the thin thread of silver and little ball at its base. 

“* Something that will tell me if you have high fever. Let 
me put it under your arm.’ 

She would have placed it in position; but the Sahiba 
turned on her side away from her visitor, and by some extra- 
ordinary movement wrapped herself tightly in her coverlet 
till she looked hike a swathed mummy. 

‘** Go away ! go away ! witch woman!” she cried. ‘‘ You 
bring evil and work mischief with that silver thread. You 
keep your devil-servant inside that little glass ball. Go 
away ! go away! go away!’ 

Her crescendo cries merged into a shrill scream which drew 
a bevy of women into the room. They appeared terrified. 
Kjaculating a chorus of “ Ah! bahs!’”’ they placed their 
hands before their mouths to prevent the white woman’s 
devil from jumping down their throats. They caught the 
gleam of the silver case of the thermometer and shuddered 
with real fear. 

Nurse Mary rose to her feet. The atmosphere with a score 
of women crowding round had grown more turgid and 
asphyxiating than ever. A heavy scent of stale patchouli 
only made matters worse. She looked at the windows. A 
little fresh air would be the best medicine for the patient. 

** Draw up the blind and let in the morning breeze,” she 
said to the old woman who had conducted her there. 

‘It is not possible, lady. Only the common people open 
windows. We are gosha. The Beebee would send us 
aney: or punish us severely if we ventured to lift a single 

ind.” 

a No one could see into these windows ; they are too high 
up,’ protested Nurse Mary. 

‘* But the village people could see that they were open and 
there would be scornful talk. If such talk came to the ears 
of the Shahzada, he would order us to be hung up by our 
thumbs and have heavy stones tied on to our backs.”’ 

‘* Captain Gabriel would never do such a thing!” 

“‘ Captain Gabriel does not rule in this house, honourable 
lady.” 

_ “Go away ! go away!’ again cried the patient, who was 
trembling with fear at the thought of the Shahzada’s anger. 
‘Don’t you want to see your husband?” again asked 
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Nurse Mary. There was no reply. ‘‘ Have you no message 
for him ?”’ 

The only answer was a moan and a repetition of the en- 
treaty to depart. 

** I will go away at once,’’ said Nurse Mary slowly and dis- 
tinctly, ‘* if you will send just one little word of kindness to 
Captain Gabriel.”’ 

She was becoming impatient with the foolish girl. During 
the conversation she had been watching her closely, and she 
had come to the conclusion that the attack she was suffering 
from was nothing but a slight touch of malaria. It was not - 
infectious ; nor was it influenza. There was no reason why 
Nourma should not come and see her husband for a short 
time, even if she did not stay with him. Her conduct was 
selfish in the extreme and unworthy of any woman who 
had her senses. Had she been a child of six or seven, she 
could not have behaved more foolishly. Nurse Mary rose 
to her feet. 

** Will you see him to-morrow ? ” she asked. 

‘* The Sahiba is ill ; she cannot move,”’ said the old woman, 
as Nourma gave no answer. . 

‘* Then I shall bring Captain Gabriel here.”’ 

“The Shahzada will not be pleased.” 

** T will ask him to give me leave to come.”’ 


** The Beebee will be very angry.” 
“* Where is she? I should like to ask her if she will be 
angry.” 


_ The old woman shuffled about uneasily and the company 

listened breathlessly for her reply. She did not attempt 
to go and call her mistress. : 

“The Beebee has gone down to her rooms below,” she 
said at last, as Nurse Mary waited for a reply. 

“Shall I go and see her there?” , 

The old woman gave her a frightened glance and the com- 
pany sounded a chorus of apprehensive exclamations. 
Evidently Nurse Mary had made a daring and unheard-of 
proposal. | 

“Well ? show me the way and I will go at once,” she said. 

Even the invalid was drawn out of herself. She threw 
aside the enveloping coverlet and sat up at the astounding 
proposal to invade the privacy of the Beebee unbidden and 
unexpected. 
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Nurse Mary could see her better now that her eyes had 
become accustomed to the murkiness. Nourma was young 
and small in figure. Her features were regular and might 
have been pleasing if it had not been for the sullen expression 
that they wore. What a stupid commonplace wife for a 
man like Gabriel to have, was her mental comment. 

‘“*The Beebee has closed the door,”’ said the old woman. 
‘* She may not be disturbed again until she calls one of us 
to her. It is. best for your Honour to gonow. Enough 
has been said.” 

‘* And I am not to take a message to Captain Gabriel ? ”’ 

‘There is nothing to say.” 

** Except that his wife loves him and counts the hours to 
his coming ? ” 

‘** That may be said if it pleases your Excellency.” 

‘It is not for me to give the message if the lady Nourma 
does not speak it.” 

Once more she knelt by the girl, who had laid herself down 
again among her pillows. 

‘¢ Just one word, Sahiba,’’ she pleaded on behalf of the 
young husband. “One little kind word to take with me 
and make me welcome.” 

The figure on the pillows seemed to shrink into a huddled 
mass of drapery. The white muslin was drawn over the 
head and face till nothing was visible. Nourma began to sob 
and cry like a child. It made further speech impossible. 
The noise of her wailing drowned Nurse Mary’s voice. 
Again she rose, and this time it was with ae indignation 
that she did not attempt to hide. 

“You are a silly girl, a big baby. You ‘don’t deserve | 
to have a good husband. It would serve you right if he 
took another wife and sent you back to your people,”’ she 
said in a voice sufficiently loud to be heard by the staring 
crowd of women. They would take good care to repeat it 
to the Sahiba when her fit of weeping was over. 

Nurse Mary left the room and the purdah dropped close 
upon her heels. The fact did not escape her attention that 
with her departure the noisy weeping ceased as suddenly as 
it had begun. The women whispered. The sound of their 
muffled chatter increased as the Englishwoman retreated 
_inthedistance. At the door leading into the verandah Nurse 
Mary stood for a few seconds while the old woman waited 
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impatiently to close it. She listened. Surely there was 
laughter now amid the chatter, unrestrained cacklings such 
as might follow the perpetration of a joke. She glanced at 
the ancient door-keeper. 

‘‘ They laugh !’”’ she said angrily. 

“ What can I do?” said the old woman with an uncom- 
fortable movement. She fidgetted with the bolt of the door, 
as though her fingers itched to fit it into its socket and shut 
out the sight of the unwelcome intruder, 

‘“‘ They have not treated me well ! ” continued Nurse Mary. 
‘‘ The Sahiba called me a witch and refused to send any 
message to her husband. Now she and her women laugh ! 
I wonder that she is not afraid to behave so ill.”’ 

As she ceased speaking a pariah dog bayed with a Iong, 
melancholy howl. The old woman started and placed a 
hand before her mouth. 

“The Ammah!” she cried under her breath. ‘“‘ The 
witch speaks and the Ammah answers.’ 

‘It was a dog, a village dog!’ said Nurse Mary, as she 
passed over the threshold. | 

The old woman closed the door quickly and shot the bolt 
with trembling fingers. She hobbled down the passage at 
her best speed. 

“The Ammah! the Ammah! She cries! Silence, you 
fools! you mad women. The white woman heard your 
laugh. She is angry. She has gone back to her room to 
cast spells! And you!” she went on with increasing fury 
as she came face to face with the invalid who had risen from 
her pillows to join in the hubbub and laughter. ‘ Think 

yourself fortunate if you are alive this day week ! ”’ 

"She passed on, leaving dismay and fear where there had 
only been foolish gossip and laughter. 


CHAPTER X 


URSE MARY was resting in her cool, airy sitting-room 

after breakfast. On her lap was a bit of needlework, 

neglected and forgotten. She was absorbed in thoughts that 

had arisen out of her morning visit to Nourma. Captain 

Gabriel had sent word that he would like to see her and would 
come to her room if she would permit him to do so. 

As she sat there she was conscious of a curious wave of 
anger against the wife who had shown an incomprehensible 
aversion to her husband. True, she was ill; there was 
undoubtedly a touch of malaria; but it was not sufficient 
to prevent her from rising from her sick-bed to join the crowd 
of excited, gabbling women, and add her voice to theirs in 
the laugh of derision directed at the discomfited stranger. 

If Nourma was well enough to get up for such a trivial 
purpose, she was well enough to see her husband. Why 
should she exhibit repugnance to the suggestion? It was 
impossible to believe that she could dislike him. It was 
equally impossible to believe that a third person during her 
husband’s absence had stolen her affections and robbed him 
of her love. Granted that the opportunity had occurred— 
an extremely unlikely contingent in the closely guarded 
hareem—it would have to be a man of exceptional parts to 
rival such an one as Gabriel. 

Nurse Mary was not in love with him herself; but she | 
was not blind to the qualities he possessed for commanding 
@ woman’s devotion. His pale olive face with its high-bred 
Arab features was more than enough to attract the eye of 
any woman, no matter what her nationality might be. His 
fine, well-made figure could not fail to please the artistic 
sense. It suggested strength and suppleness. The small 
strong hands were made to grip the sword and the reins ; and 
the long, shapely legs to be thrown across a horse. And 
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with it all went the dignity and bearing of noble birth. What 
could be wrong with such a man that Nourma refused to meet 
him or have anything to do with him ? 

A sudden glancing aside of thought brought Nurse 
Mary face to face with the circumstances of her own 
case. They were parallel in some respects with Gabriel’s, 
but in reversed order. She asked herself the unpleasant 
question, what was wrong with herself when Maurice be- 
haved in the same strange manner? He had practically 
rejected his wife as Nourma now rejected her husband. 
She had never been able to account for his conduct ; she was 
equally at a loss to account for Nourma’s. She found herself 
classing them both in the same category. The anger she 
felt towards Nourma stretched out beyond the Muhammadan 
girl and rested on her own husband. 

Then came the realization of a fact that appalled her. She 
had not forgiven the man who had slighted her. 

It surprised as well as troubled her. It was not in her 
nature to be at enmity with any human being. _In her large- 
hearted way Nurse Mary had always looked for and given 
warm affection. She had loved her dolls with a generous, 
protective love. When she grew older the love was trans- 
ferred to her school-fellows ; and when Maurice Edenhope 
came upon the scenes she bestowed all she had to give— 
and it was no meagre quantity—upon him. His withdrawal 
beyond the reach of her love turned the stream of that strong 
maternal instinct to sick and suffering humanity. She 
found objects in the Hospital worthy of her tenderness and- 
affection ; and in addition the hard work gave her a certain 
forgetfulness of self—a forgetfulness that until this moment 
she had imagined would go hand in hand with forgiveness. 

She was discovering with something like a shock that she 
had neither forgotten nor forgiven. 

An unsolved mystery stays long in the mind to puzzle 
and perplex when it is connected closely with personal 
interests. In moments of idleness under awakened memory 
the mind searches for reasons, for unknown faults that might 
perhaps have caused the trouble. 

She was busy now searching in vain for the cause of 
Nourma’s behaviour. At the back of her mind was a vague 
hope that if she could solve the mystery in the young wife’s S 
_ case she might be able to do so in Maurice’s case. 
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She wondered if there were many couples in the world 
whose lives were shaped by the force of circumstances on the 
same unfortunate lines. Thousands of men had returned 
- all over Europe from military duty to homes which they had 
compulsorily forsaken no longer than had been the case with 
herself and with Captain Gabriel. Had they found their 
wives cold and indifferent? Had husbands come back 
estranged and unable to pick up the threads of the old life ? 

The great war had much to answer for besides death and 
devastation, disablement and mutilation. 

A step sounded in the verandah outside and Gabriel’s 
voice asked permission to enter. 

‘* Come in ! come in! ’’ cried Nurse Mary, glad to welcome 
an interruption to her unsatisfactory line of thought. 
‘**Come and hear the result of my visit this morning. I 
know youre dying to be told how I fared.” 

He entered with the ease of -a man accustomed to the 
society of English women. He had put on a rich Muhamma- 
dan dress and jewelled turban. As he dropped into a 
cushioned lounge, her eye rested on his figure with un- 
conscious approval. How could a wife be indifferent to the 
man before her ? 

He looked at her with keen inquiry, behind which was a 
glowing fire of hope. How she hated her task! If she 
spoke the honest truth without subterfuge, she would have 
to quench the light in those brown eyes bent so eagerly upon 
her in anticipation of good news. 

She began by giving him all the good news she had to tell, 
and made the most of it. 

‘Your wife is not seriously ill, I am glad to say. I am 
sure, also, that her complaint is not infectious. I should 
say that she was suffering from a simple attack of malaria. 
The fever has made her feel weak and depressed.” 

‘*'Was she pleased ’’ he paused, and then said, ““——— 
to—to see you?” 

Nurse Mary understood the hesitation. It was on his 
lips to ask if his wife was pleased to receive a message from 
her husband. 

‘‘ She was feeling too ill to find any pleasure in the com- 
pany of a stranger, or in hearing news of any kind.” 

‘* Did she ask after me or want to know if I had recovered 
from my wound ? ” : 
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It was becoming increasingly difficult to answer his ques- 
tions with all their import. 

“She asked nothing. I think she felt strange and shy 
and ill at ease.’ 

‘Was there no curiosity, no sign of interest? ” he said, 
his eyes searching her face closely. 

‘Her one emotion seemed to be fear. I am afraid the 
women round her have prejudiced her against me by per- 
suading her that I am a worker of magic in league with the 
Ammah,” replied Nurse Mary with an uncomfortable little 
laugh. It seemed to her that she was making a complaint. 

** That’s quite likely,” he replied evenly. 

“* If she could be persuaded to come here and see something 
of me, I might disabuse her mind of such nonsense.”’ 

Gabriel did not reply immediately. He knew better than 
Nurse Mary the profound ignorance and superstition of 
the gosha women of the hareem. 

** Did you ask her to come ? ”’ 

“Yes ; but she would make no promise.”’ 

Nurse Mary hoped that she might be forgiven for not 
telling him the brutal truth. 

** She sent me a message, perhaps.” 

The husband looked at her with eyes that again called 
forth her pity and sympathy. She found it impossible to 
describe what passed. Nourma practically refused to send 
a message, and when pressed took refuge in babyish 
weeping. Nurse Mary left his remark without a response, 
and fell back on giving him advice. 

‘**T think you must speak to your sister-in-law about it. 
If the Sahiba orders Nourma to come, she will have to obey ; 
she will be obliged to grant you an interview either here or in 
her room on the other side of the screen. The women all 
pp to be a little afraid of your brother and his 
wife.’ 


Gabriel smiled; he rarely laughed; but the smile was 
sufficient. 

** It is just as well that the women of the hareem should be 
afraid of some one in authority. There would be no dis- 
cipline among them at all if they were not. [I will speak to 
my brother and ask him to give an order that my wife shall 
be brought here,” he said, rising from his chair. 

** Where are you going, Captain Gabriel ? ”’ 
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‘**'To see my brother about this business.” 

‘“* Wait; sit down again. Give the Sahiba Nourma——” 
ie the Beebee, Nurse,” he corrected quietly. 

the Beebee time to recover from the fever. You 
would be distressed if she were brought here unwillingly and 
in tears.” 

The oriental nature revealed itself in his reply. 

** Tears, like flowers, become a woman and are not amiss.”’ 
Then with growing emotion he continued: ‘I don’t care 
how she comes as long as she is brought to me.”’ He sat 
down again and settled himself back on the pillows of his 
chair. , His lips were compressed and a new light came into 
his of **In a day or two I shall carry her over to this side 
myself.” — 

‘* What ! screaming and kicking perhaps ? ” 

** You don’t know our women. Yes! screaming, kicking, 
fighting, abusing the man to whom she will presently submit 
with exquisite joy,”’ he added slowly and with a voice lowered 
as his mind dwelt upon the picture that was conjured up 
‘in his brain. “ It adds zest and strikes a note of excitement 
in the hareem. They have so little to stir the atmosphere 
of their daily lives ; and they dearly love a noisy row now and 
then,’’ he concluded, as if in apology to the English prejudice 
against all violence. 

““We don’t do things in that forceful manner,” she re- 
marked, not sure that she approved at this sudden outbreak 
of semi-civilization. 

** Your women don’t need such treatment, do they ? ” he 
asked impetuously. 

** Well !—no,” she admitted. 

‘* English women are gentle and submissive.” 

‘* They are reasonable,’’ she amended, “‘ and their husbands 
look for reasonableness.”’ 

‘** And never have occasion to beat them ? ” 

‘Not in our class.”’ 

** When I was on leave in Paris,” he said, ‘* I saw a wedding. 
The bride walked quietly to the car that was waiting. 
Her husband, who was an Englishman, hurried on in front 
of her to throw in her wrap and see that the cushions were 
comfortably placed. I thought at the time that there was 
very little excitement in it. They might have been married 
for months. Probably the men of your nation know nothing 
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of the wild delight of carrying off a protesting, kicking, 
screaming bride.” 

His words conjured up a picture in Nurse Mary’s imagina- 
tion that made her smile. With her mind’s eye she saw an 
English bridegroom his arms burdened with a strong young 
woman who refused to walk to the motor-car. Rice and 
confetti were thrown after him as he struggled along; per- 
haps with a curse or two instead of an endearing word as her 
finger-nails scored his face. 

*.-You may smile, Nurse; but as soon as my wife is well 
enough I will show you how it is done! ”’ 

** Wait a couple of days,” she pleaded, not sure that he 
might be contemplating a raid on the hareem at that very 
moment since his mind had been set at rest concerning the 
trivial nature of his wife’s illness. ‘‘ Give the Sahiba Nourma 
time to recover. When she is well, she will make no diffi- 
culty about coming to you.” 

“Very well, I will; although I don’t think it necessary 
that she should have any more time. Meanwhile I will 
shoot that tiger on the droog.” 

“Is it still about the place?” : 

** Old Daood thinks it is when he is in his saner mood. He 
still orl it of being the Rakshah’s son in pursuit of the 
Ammah.”’ : 


‘** Have your rifles been sent to your room ? ” 3 

‘‘ They were brought while I was at breakfast. They are 
in excellent order. My brother is having a machan built 
in the tree where you saw the marks of the tiger’s claws. 
I shall have a dog tied up near the tree and shall sit up for 
the beast.”’ 

Nurse Mary gazed at him with professional criticism. 

“© I wonder if the night air will bring back the fever,” she 
remarked. a 

‘It won’t hurt me. The fever I have occasionally is not 
due to malaria.” 

“What is it then that brings it ? ” 

“Worry; disappointment; but I'll soon put an end to 
that!” He stood up and stretched himself to his full height. 
He looked taller than usual in his long flowing coat of rich 
dark satin. ‘‘ Nurse!” there was a joyous ring in his voice. 
** Nurse ! Allah has been good to me in allowing me to come 
home again. In those days when we were under canvas 
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in the deserts of Egypt I used to wonder if He would ever 
permit me to see this place again ; this beloved home of my 
fathers! How long have I been back ? ”’ he asked abruptly. 

‘““Two days.” 

‘** Just two days ! and in that time I feel a different man ! 
The fever is gone. You will see that I shall have no more of 
it. In a few days I shall be like a young elephant. And my 
wife! She is there! safe ! waiting for her husband to come 
and carry heroff! Oh! Ican’tstayinthe house! The fields 
and the jungle and the river are calling me. We will ride 
this afternoon, Nurse, you and I. I’ve seen you go out on 
one of Dr. Dumbarton’s horses, so I know you can ride.” 

‘* T should like it immensely,”’ she said after a short pause. 

‘“*Good! We will order the horses for half-past four and 
start off directly after tea. I’m longing for a good gallop.” 
_ He looked down at her and smiled as he detected a suspicion 

of anxiety in her eyes. ‘I shall be out of hand soon and 
beyond your control.” 

‘** Then my job will be finished and I shall have to go back. 
to the Hospital,” she returned, laughing. 

“I must look up my riding kit, ” he said, turning away. 
“It’s in one of those suit-cases in my room. Where’s 
Mahmoud ? ” 

He moved towards the verandah to go to his room. 
Nurse Mary followed. She had no intention of allowing 
her patient to be as good as his word and get out of hand just 
yet. He was making great strides, but he must not shake 
off the routine of convalescence altogether. If there was 
any unpacking to do, she must see that Mahmoud did it and 
that Gabriel did not fatigue himself over it. 

As they passed through the curtained doorway of her sit- 
ting-room they came against Michael. He was standing 
close to the purdah, and Nurse Mary wondered with swift 
thought how long he had been there; and whether he had 
overheard their conversation. He would not understand 
their easy talk. By the very first words Michael said, she 
was aware that he had been listening ; and what was more, 
he was in no way ashamed of his conduct. , 

‘Did I hear you say that you were going back to the 
Hospital, madam ?”’ he asked, giving her a searching look 
of inquiry. 

““ Not yet, I hope. I am enjoying my holiday duties too 
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well to wish them at an end,”’ she a with ready frank- 
ness. 

** Can you find us horses, brother ? ” asked Gabriel. 

** Half a dozen if you like. You have only to say what 
you wish and your wish shall be fulfilled.”’ 

‘* We shall want two: one for myself and one for Nurse 
Mary.” 

‘“And what carriage will you have, madam? open 
or closed ? ” asked Michael, turning to her. His brother 
answered for her. 

‘* No carriage will be needed. The horses must be saddled. 
You have English saddles ? ”’ 

** Several.” 

As Michael gazed from one to the other in perplexity, 
Gabriel gave the explanation. 

‘* Nurse Mary will ride one horse and I shall ride the other. 
Let us have two that are quiet and well-behaved.” 

Michael forbore to express his astonishment. He had 
never seen an English lady on a horse, nor had any other 
member of the household. As soon as he had recovered 
from his astonishment, he bethought himself of the reason 
for his presence on the verandah. He turned to Nurse Mary. 

*“I came to hear your opinion of my sister-in-law’s 
illness, madam. I moved quietly and waited, not knowing 
if you were asleep. When I heard your voice speaking with 
my brother, I thought you might be talking business.” 

“*T never sleep in the day; and your brother and I have 
no business secrets to discuss,”’ she replied shortly. 

** And so my brother has had the privilege of sitting with 
you and talking of himself. How I wish we could adopt 
your English ways, but it would be impossible; our people 
would not understand. Please tell me if you consider my 
brother’s wife to be seriously ill.” | 

Nurse Mary gave him her opinion as to the condition of 
the patient and pronounced the illness to be trifling. 

“* She will be well in a couple of days. Under the circum- 
stances I cannot understand her objection to seeing her 
husband,” she concluded. 

Michael smiled reassuringly, and his answer corroborated 
what Gabriel had just been saying. 

‘Her conduct is nothing more than the expression of a 
very proper modesty. Our women are like that. They say 
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“no ’ meaning ‘ yes’ allthetime. They want their husbands 
to show a little pleasant violence. It convinces them that 
the men are still devoted.” 

Gabriel listened, but did not smile. He saw nothing amus- 
ing in it. 

** It is all very well to find modesty in a bride,” he said. 
** But in a wife we look for obedience—and in Allah’s name I 
will have it!’ he suddenly blazed forth. 

““Ho! ho! The young elephant speaks!” cried Michael 
good-humouredly, and with the indulgence of an elder 
brother towards a young hot-head. ‘‘ We must be careful. 
Enraged elephants have atrick of pulling the house about their 
ears. This afternoon he will scour the country on a horse! 
To-night he will shoot a tiger! To-morrow he will carry 
off his reluctant wife ! What are we to do with him, madam ? 
Is it for this reason that you told him that you must hurry 
back to Bangalore ? ” 

Nurse Mary assured him that she was in no hurry to leave 
his hospitable palace. She would be well content to stay 
on for some days longer if she might be permitted to do so. 

“* We are delighted to have you here. It is a great honour, 
is it not, brother ? ”’ he said, turning to Gabriel with a curi- 
ous smile. ‘‘ You would be sorry to lose so good a lady ; 
one who allows you the entrance of her room and looks after 
you so kindly day and night.” 

Gabriel made an impatient movement; his brother’s 
words irritated him. A sudden frown overcast his forehead 
as though he wished to hear no more. But Michael had not 
finished. 

‘“We ought to be very grateful to madam; and you, 
brother, you should be ashamed of your restlessness. Be 
content. - Enjoy what Allah gives and do not worry yourself 
over a silly, unwilling wife, a capricious child. It is a mis- 
take to struggle and toil after those who are out of reach. 
Gather the fruit that is near the hand.” 

Gabriel did not reply, and Nurse Mary was at a loss to 
comprehend what Michael meant by his long speech. The 
younger man strode off in the direction of his room, calling 
for Mahmoud, his servant. 

Michael bowed and salaamed to Nurse Mary and took his 
departure. He left her to wonder why Gabriel had been 
annoyed. Michael had only expressed his gratification 
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that she should be there, and his full approval of her pre- 
sence. There could be nothing more, she thought, in what 
he said than simple good-will expressed in the conventional 
.words of an attentive host. 


CHAPTER XI 


T half-past four Captain Gabriel descended the great 
central staircase accompanied by Nurse Mary. 
She wore a simple riding skirt and jacket, the skirt divided 
to admit of her sitting on a man’s saddle. Gabriel had 
adopted the ordinary riding kit of an Englishman. It 
suited his figure and showed it to advantage. The Muham- 
madan dress had given him dignity, but this brought 
with it the idea of manliness, strength and good health with 
all its activities. 

Unseen and unsuspected by Nurse Mary, a hundred eyes 
watched her and her companion from behind venetians and 
blinds. The movements of the couple were closely followed 
as they walked without haste towards the portico where the 
horses waited. There was no approval on the part of the 
watchers. They would have been better pleased if the 
Sahib had appeared in silks and satins such as he wore in the 
middle of the day in his sitting-room, It would have seemed 
more in accordance with their notion of the dignity befitting 
his station if he had been going downstairs to find a luxurious 
barouche with a pair of high-stepping horses, turbanned 
coachman and scarlet-clad syces. Why should he ride as 
if he was one of his own sowars instead of rolling along at 
ease like a native prince ? 

The eyes passed from the figure of the man to that of the 
woman by his side. She was young, and the colour in her 
face was something that the youngest of them could never 
hope to gain except by artificial means. It was like the petals 
of the pink roses growing in the courtyard. Comment passed 
freely as they watched, and their ears were strained to catch 
fragments of the conversation that was passing between the 
two. Could they have heard, they would not have under- 
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stood. Captain Gabriel and Nurse Mary were speaking in 
English. : 

The rumour that the young Sahib and the Englishwoman 
were going to ride was brought to the hareem by an old 
woman employed to purchase fruit in the bazaar for the 
gosha ladies. Many were the speculations as to how the 
ride would be accomplished. 

‘‘ She will be carried in front of him on his saddle,” said 
one. 

“Not so,” said another. ‘“‘ She will ride like an Afghan 
woman and the horse will be led.”’ 

** You are wrong,”’ asserted a third in shrill tones. ‘* Eng- 
lish women ride in carriages. There will be a closed—or 
perhaps an open carriage, as the sun is not too hot at this 
time of the day. She will sit like the Shahzada himself 
when he drives out.”’? The speaker alluded to Michael. 

_ Then came the puzzling report that two horses had been 

otdered ; but there was no mention of any carriage. Specu-. 
lation rose to fever height when the news came that the 
horses were ‘‘ to wear English saddles.” Long before the 
hour at which the horses were ordered, every venetianed 
window of the women’s quarters that offered a glimpse of 
the carriage drive and portico had its little group of waiting’ 
sightseers. ‘ 

The Beebee Lilith was not above joining the watchers. 
She took the window that best commanded the drive. Near 
her stood a tall, handsome girl who pressed forward and 
peered through the narrow chink in the venetians and then 
turned away with scorn and contempt from the sight. 

In the rose garden all four gardeners belonging to the 
establishment had found it necessary to be busy at that pre- 
cise hour with their water-pots. The couple were lost to 
view of the hareem as soon as they arrived in the portico. 
A number of servants and retainers—poor relations of the 
family who made themselves useful—watched from behind 
bamboo blinds, groups of ;foliage plants, pillars and balus- 
trades with breathless attention to see the English lady mount 
the fidgetty arab. As soon as she was in the saddle she gave 
her horse rein and rode out into the open. This brought 
her in sight of the watchers at the windows above. 

There was a stifled chorus of astonishment at the miracl: 
which seemed to have taken place. 
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“Ah! bah! the white woman! She has turned herself 
into a man! See! her legs are man’s legs. ‘They are like the 
young Sahib’s and clothed like his! The witch!” cried 
one of the privileged grannies of the crowd. 

Captain Gabriel joined his companion and together they 
rode slowly down the private road. The little arab was 
fresh. It broke into a trot, and when she pulled it up it 
sidled along with prancing steps. The action was not lost 
upon the gazers who were straining their eyes to follow the 
figures as long as they were in sight. 

** See ! she holds the horse in and is unafraid of its danc- 
ings. Ah! the wise horse knows who it is that sits on its 
back. If it does not behave, she will turn it into a jutka 
pony to be for ever overloaded and beaten,” said another. 

Suddenly the riders put their steeds into a canter. As 
they receded into the distance the likeness between their 
figures increased. It called for more comment with a 
greater assurance as to Nurse Mary’s powers of magic. 

Lilith moved away from the window she had chosen. 
The girl followed her. ; 

‘* T would rather she was a man and remained a man,” she 
murmured. | 

The elder woman caught the sentence. 7 

‘* A man abroad but a woman behind the curtain. Yes! 
I have heard that these English women are always so. It 
is thus they hold their men who want no other companions 
abroad and no other women at home. They satisfy every 
requirement.” 

** And the young Sahib ? ” 

‘* He is well pleased, as you can see for yourself.” 

The girl closed her white teeth over her lower lip and her 
eyes filled with angry tears. The tone in which this was said 
was final and left no room for doubt ; yet she asked a ques- 
tion showing that hope was not altogether extinguished. 

‘* Has he never once asked for me, sister? ” 

“Never!” said Lilith in the merciless manner of the 
women of the hareem who have no pity where their own 
persona! interests are concerned. “ He has forgotten his 
young wife. What can be expected when our men go into 
strange countries where the women are all learned in magic.” 

“Can we not give him a love philtre? There is a wise 
woman living at Mysore. Send for her, sister! She will 
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make some cunning medicine which we will put into his coffee. 
It will bring back his young wife to his mind and maybe 
fill that white woman with fear so that she will depart.” 

The ride was altogether delightful. They galloped over 
open grass country towards the big river. They passed 
along narrow roads built upon the dams that controlled the 
waters in flood times. A bullock cart plodding along with a 
load of sugar-cane was drawn aside to allow them to pass. 
It leaned perilously over the steep bank of the bund, but 
no one dreamed of denying an ample passage forthe riders. 
The labourers they met recognized the young master and 
prostrated themselves by the roadside. When Captain 
Gabriel had gone by, they rose to their feet and gazed won- 
deringly after the couple. They had heard rumours of his 
return home in company with a European lady who exer- 
cised great power over him. But this was no woman; it 
was &@ man. 

“A young English master, a friend of the Sahib,” said 
one. | 
“Nay; tis a woman by his side,” responded another. 
** Have I not been to Bangalore and seen the English ladies 
riding like sowars and driving two horses. Now they have 
devil carriages which go without horses. They fly along 
the road quicker than the dust before the monsoon storm. 
Lo ! they do but touch the handle of the devil car and it is 
done. There must be many devils in the country of the 
white women, for they all have one as a servant to execute 
their commands.” 

They left the river and its fertile lands and reached one of 
the great roads that ran between Mysore and Belgaum. 
For miles and miles the big banyan trees stretched long 
hoary arms over the way, giving a welcome shade to travellers 
during the day. The sun reddened as it neared the horizon. 
Gabriel pulled up. 

‘** We must go home. I don’t wish to be late for my tiger 
hunt. Have you had enough, Nurse ? ”’ | 

““I never have enough of this sort of thing; but—— I 
am ready to go home,” she replied. 

‘To-morrow afternoon we will ride again,” he said with 
an unconscious note of healthy joyousness in his voice. 

Then they loosened rein and the beautiful arabs raced 
along the grassy side of the broad road towards home. 
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The syces were waiting to take the horses. The signal had _ 
been given in the hareem that the riders were returning. 
Again a buzz of voices echoed through the galleries and 
verandahs, as shoeless feet ran swiftly to secure a point of 
vantage to view the wonderful sight. Eyes peeped through 
lattices and venetians ; and tongues speculated on whether 
the woman had resumed her shape. 

‘** She is still a man. See the brown leather on the legs. 
She holds her whip, too, ike a man. She will remain a man 
until she enters her room. Then the woman will come back 
- all the stronger for having been at rest awhile.”’ 

‘And the young Sahib will be pleased ! ” 

** How long does she stay here?” asked a matron who 
carried a child across her hips. 

‘“Only a short time, and when she goes she takes the 
young Sahib with her.” 

The speaker glanced round as if in search of some one. 

“* Has he forgotten ? He who could not bear his young 
wife out of his sight.” 

“It is a spell that works. If there had been a child———”’ 

The older woman laughed almost silently. 

‘The Shahzada and the Beebee want no child here! 
The hand of a babe, small and tender and weak as it might 
be, would yet be strong enough to throw others out who 
have been here long and have taken deep root.” 

** Hush! Here comes the little Shahzada, he who will 
one day be our ruler and master. Does he not look it ? the 
young prince! ” 

The Sahiba Lilith approached walking along the corridor 
to her room. Her son strode in front of her, his childish 
figure bedecked in jewels. The mother’s eye rested proudly 
upon him, and she had no thought for the pretty little girl 
- two years younger than her brother who clung to her mother’s 
skirt. Close behind followed the tall girl with the melan- 
choly eyes who had gazed so jealously at Nurse Mary. 

The woman who had been gossiping approached the boy 
and tendered him a small bit of cane. 

‘* Shahzada, take this rod and beat thy slave well for not 
having brought thee a star from the heavens. Thy poor 
servant could not reach it. Nevertheless she must be 
beaten ; for she has not carried out the orders of the young 
master.” 
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The boy, nothing loth and quite accustomed to the game, 
took the stick and laid it across the shoulders of the old 
woman. To his intense delight she screamed for mercy 
aud promised to bring the star on the following day without 

ai 

** Ah ! the noble little Shahzada ! What a ruler of the 
house he will make!” she cried, raising her voice so that her 
words reached the ears of the mother. The eyes of the 
tall girl rested upon the boy. He noted her glance and made 
an impudent grimace at her. 

“The Sahiba Nourma does not like to hear me called Shah- 
zada. When I am a man and the master here, I shall send 
her back to her people. She has no child,” he cried in his 
shrill, penetrating voice. 

His mother smiled, as though he had said something clever. 
She did not attempt to reprove him for his arrogance, nor 
to point out that such conduct would be unkind. 

They passed on and disappeared; and the woman who 
had offered her back to be beaten by way of amusing a 
child, returned to finish her gossip. 

“The young Sahiba is not happy. The boy irritates her 
and she has no spirit to rise in rebellion.” 

‘** Would it be possible ? What could she do?” asked 
the other. ‘‘ The Beebee bars her into her room every 
night.”’ 

‘‘ There will be no need to bar any doors to-night. The 
Sahib Gabriel goes out after sunset to sit in the tree. All 
night he will watch ; but he will see nothing and shoot noth- 
ing. If the tiger comes at all, it will creep past him in the 
form of a snake, or fly by as a bat.” 

A girl came hastily up to the chattering pair. “ Get up 
and go to the Beebee. She asks for thee.”’ 

The older woman scrambled to her feet and hurried 
away 

" “Add as for thee; take thy child to thy room and go to 


the kitchen to help in bringing up the food.” 


There was a call. The new arrival who had just delivered 
her orders, responded as she heard her name. A voice asked 
if she had fulfilled her errand, and gave new directions. No 
sooner were these ended than some one else called, and the 
last speaker received further orders. It seemed to be the 
duty of more than half the establishment to issue orders 
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and to follow them up to see that they were executed. The 
system had its advantages. It shifted the responsibility 
from shoulder to shoulder and it gave occupation to the 
scores of inmates of the house. 


The following morning Nurse Mary was up soon after sun- 
rise. She learned from Judy that Captain Gabriel had re- 
turned and had gone to bed. Mahmoud came out of his 
master’s room as she stood in the verandah preparatory to 
taking her usual morning walk. She beckoned to him. 

‘* Did the Shahzada kill the tiger ? ” she asked. 

- No, | lady. It was even as I said. There was no 
tiger.” 

“Did he see nothing of it?” 

“Nothing; but the jackal cried all night. If the tiger 
had been lurking on the droog, would the jackal have 
spoken ? ” 

-** Did his Honour tie up a dog ?”’ she asked. 

‘The dog was there. It had no fear; it never talked ; 
not even when the jackal qied. If the jackal had been a 
true jackal, the doy would have spoken in anger. But it 
slept, knowing that the jackal was the Ammah and the tiger 
was the Rakshah’s son.” 

** Aren’t the animals afraid of the devils ? ” 

** No, lady. Only the horse and the elephant fear devils ; 
and they fear because they know that the devils are plotting 
against men.’ 

“When did Captain Gabriel come in ? ”’ 

‘At six; just atdawn. Ihelped him to undress and gave 
him some coffee and now he sleeps.” 

** Take care that he is not disturbed. I shall be back before 
he awakes.” 

Nurse Mary, with sun-hat and walking-stick, went down to 
the portico and took the path to the river which she had 
followed the day before with Gabriel. The morning was 
beautiful after the manner of most mornings on the plateau 
of Mysore, where the secret of perfect weather seems to have 
been discovered. The air was full of freshness without being 
cold. There had been a heavy dew, and the vegetation had 
revived under it as if it had received a shower. 

The sun rose in a clear blue sky. A few fleecy white 
clouds floated in the south-west in the direction of the Wes- 
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tern Ghats. Birds twittered in the bushes and busied them- 
selves over their morning meal in the coarse rough grass. 

The river rippled into silver under the breeze and flowed 
sluggishly along its bed. A water bird paddled idly under 
the great rock bastion, occasionally dipping its head in search 
of the fresh-water shrimp. 

The big tree growing by the side of the rampart, and 
partially shading its level summit, was of the softest green ; 
and behind it rose the hill of a more sombre tint. Three or 
four jays were fidgetting in and out of the topmost branches 
with harsh, discordant cries. 

She turned and walked on, leaving the river behind. The 
_ air was warm and she longed for the cooler breezes of the 
' hilltop. She had another reason for wishing to climb the 
hill ; she wanted to do so without the company of old Daood. 

A quarter of a mile brought her to the foot of the rough 
path leading to the temple. As she mounted and passed 
into the jungle, the atmosphere became several degrees 
cooler. She could smell the damp night mist and the growing 
vegetation, the moss and the ferns and brambles and the 
dripping foliage of the jungle trees. 

She reached the effigies half way up and paused to look 
at them. What diabolical faces the sculptor had given 
them! There was nothing to choose between them. Each 
in its way, although so different, represented evil and malig- 
nity unsoftened by any human quality. Truly the oriental 
realized to the full the nature of the devil, whether his name 
was Satan or Legion or Rakshah. 

She climbed towards the little temple. A flock of green 
parrakeets shrieked as they flew with swift flight, like arrows 
shot from a bow overhead. They had roosted in the warm 
roof of the temple and were off to forage for their breakfast 
in the fruit-gardens of the village. 

Nurse Mary reached the temple and stood gazing at the 
carved blocks of stone that formed the porch. She recalled 
the old peon’s story of the Ammah. The stone that blocked 
the door must have been placed there centuries ago. She 
wondered what the temple contained and whether any trea-. 
sure was hidden in it. If it followed the pattern of other 
Hindu temples, it would have an inner shrine, containing a 
broad low platform upon which a tortoise would be carved in 
outhne, On this tortoise once stood a small image about 
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four feet high of the particular god worshipped by the old 
inmates of the Hindu village below. : | 

In later times came the Muhammadan conquerors, the 
Moghul with his rapacious hordes, looting, burning, torturing 
the mild Hindus of the plateau, peaceful agriculturists, 
whose lives were bound up in operations of seed-time and 
harvest. The murderers plundered the granaries, dug up the 
floors of the kitchen and women’s quarters to find the buried 
savings and jewels of the families. 

Then they sought the temple. Not content with stripping 
the image of its plating of gold and its precious stones, they 
killed a cow on the spot where it had stood ; and the tortoise 
ran with the blood of a final sacrifice that was not of the 
Hindu priest’s devising. Lest some rich Hindu in the future 
should endeavour to cleanse the desecrated spot and set up 
another image and “restore the caste’ of the temple, those 
fierce implacable warriors had by some unknown means 
contrived to close the doorway of the temple so effectu- 
ally, that nothing but a beetle or a snake or a scorpion could 
creepin. If ever the door was to be opened, it would require 
a charge of dynamite to blast away that slab of stone. 

Nurse Mary stepped down under the low portico to exam- 
ine the stone more closely. She listened, but could hear 
nothing but the cries of the birds on the hill, piping, whistling, 
chirping, and here and there a songster. The shrill squeak 
of a squirrel sounded close at hand. She caught sight of it 
on the edge of the roof, from which point it was fearlessly 
regarding her. Out of sight in the blue ether above the 
village the eagles screamed in their search for carrion. . 

_She examined the hole in the stone. It was about the 
size of a hen’s egg, and as far as she could judge the stone 
where it was pierced was four inches thick. She remembered — 
old Daood’s tale. What a strange superstition it was to 
believe that anything passed through the hole would be 
seized and held fast by the Ammah! It made her smile. 
Nevertheless she loved the quaint folklore of the people, 
however absurd and ridiculous it might be. She deter- 
mined to ask for Daood’s escort in rambles further afield 
by the bank of the river so that she might hear more about 
the destroyed town and the grass-grown ruins. 

As for the tiger she had no fear whatever. If it had visited. 
the hill at all, it had probably passed on at dawn of the. next 
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_ day and by this time was lost in the impenetrable jungles 
of the Western Ghats. 

The sun was mounting above the hill. It was time to 
retrace her steps. She would not climb to the top this 
morning, but would come up another day and explore the 
hill on the other side, 

Her eyes still dwelt on the hole drilled in the stone. In 
an idle humour she lifted her walking-stick and thrust it into 
the hole. If the jackal had found its way inside the cave 
temple by some rift or cranny in the rock, she would at least 
have the satisfaction of giving the timid skulking creature a 
good fright. 

To her intense astonishment she felt the stick seized and 
held. If she had not had the presence of mind to keep a 
firm grip upon it, it would have been drawn out of her hand. 
The grasp upon it was steady and unwavering. Whether 
the vice in which it was held was of the nature of teeth or 
fingers she could not say. She was too startled by the inci- 
oe to be able to think with any coolness or presence of 
min 

She was not given to nerves and she was in no danger of 
collapsing from fright. She had sufficient sense to remember 
that an immovable stone was still between her and the mys- 
terious being inside. Her senses quickened rapidly instead 
of growing more confused, as would have been the case if fear 
had seized her. A strong desire to find out the nature of the 
creature made her pause before she attempted to withdraw 
the stick ; but to ensure against its being wrested from her 
_ grasp, she placed her other hand upon it and tightened her 
grip. 

She listened intently. The silence was intense. No trace_ 
of a sound fell on her ear that gave a clue to the nature of 
the creature. If it had been a jackal or a dog, the pull on 
the stick would not have been steady and the attack would be 
accompanied by snarlings. If it was the tiger, the stick 
would have been broken by its huge teeth. A tiger would 
have growled in anger and she would have heard its breath- 
ing. A monkey? Again, a monkey in making an attack 
of any kind would have betrayed itself by scolding at its 
unseen adversary. 

She gave a sudden jerk; the stick was released and she 
stumbled backwards from the door, She thrust it in again, 
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but this time it was left free. She turned it about in the’ 
hole as far as she was able, saying, ‘‘ Shoo ! shoo !”’ through 
the opening. To her disappointment nothing happened. 

It was just as well that Daood was not there to be a wit- 
ness to this flouting of the devil after it had manifested its 
displeasure by trying to deprive her of the stick. She smiled 
as she walked away; all the same she could not help being 
impressed by the mystery of the incident, since She had been 
assured more than once that there was no other entrance to 
the temple but the doorway chat was so effectually barred by 
the block of stone, 


CHAPTER XII 


T was about eight o’clock when Nurse Mary reached the 
house. She went straight toherroom. Judy was there 
with the information that the bath was ready. At nine her 
breakfast was brought, and immediately afterwards came 
Cassim to say that the Sahib Michael wished to speak with 
her. She went out into the verandah and shook hands with 
him. Before he could deliver his own message she said : 

‘“* I wanted to see you to ask if your cooly who takes my 
letters to Bangalore has brought me any reply.” 

*“None at all,” replied Michael. ‘‘ Were you expecting 

9 99 

** [ thought possibly Dr. Dumbarton might have something 
to say. However, as he has not sent a note he may mean to 
write by post. When does the post come in ? ” 

‘“The same cooly who returns from Bangalore calls at 
the post office every day. Nothing has come either for you 
or for my brother.” | 
' “ Aren’t the letters delivered here by a postman ? ”’ 

‘* No, it is too far out. We have made an arrangement 
for our own man to call for all letters addressed to the house 
or to the village. Very few come.” 

**'You asked to see me,”’ said Nurse Mary, suddenly re- 
membering that he had sent a message to that effect. 

“To want to speak to you about my brother. He saw 
nothing of the tiger last night. I doubted all along if there 
was a real tiger. The old peon still declares that there are 
signs of its presence. He has seen them on the other side 
of the hill—the mark of claws and the imprint of its foot. 
The news will probably encourage my brother to sit up for 
it again to-night. This time we will have a goat tied up. 
Its bleating will attract the beast. The dog was too quiet. 
What I am anxious to know is whether you think it will do 
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my brother any harm to sit up again. Is he strong enough 
to bear the exposure ? ”’ 

*“I can answer that question better when I have seen 
him. He is still asleep, lam told. If he has no fever and 
is not overtired, I don’t see why he should not sit up again,” 
she replied. ‘“ You see, he is making rapid progress. If 
it were not for the worry connected with the thwarting of his 
wishes by his wife, we might consider that he is quite re- 
stored, body and mind, to his ordinary health. He has a 
vigorous constitution.” 

‘** As soon as he is quite well I understand that he has to 
return to duty,’’ was Michael’s reply. ~ 

‘‘He might have a month’s privilege leave, or even six 
months’ ordinary leave.” 7 

‘* T was under the impression that he would be obliged to 
return to the Hospital with you,” he said, his eyes fixed upon 
her as though he would read what was in her mind. | 

‘* That must be settled after the Doctor has seen him.”’ 

There was a pause, and Michael seemed about to go when 
he checked his footsteps and turned to her again. 

“ T saw you going towards the river this morning, madam. 
You must be careful about snakes. They are plentiful in 
the rough grass on the bank. If the peon had been here I 
should have sent him after you; but he had not returned 
from his search for tiger tracks.”’ 

_“Y would rather not have his company unless I ask for 
him.”’ 

‘** Does he annoy you by talking too much? I can easily 
order him to follow at a respectful distance.” 

‘“No; don’t do that. When he is with me I like hearing 
what he has to say; it is most interesting. -We English 
women are very independent. There are times when we 
prefer to be alone.”’ 

‘* You have plenty of solitude here in your room, madam.” 

‘* Not more than I like after my Hospital work. Some- 
times I wish to walk alone just as I like to sit alone,’’ she 
replied decisively. 

‘‘T understand; but take care how you tread by the 
river,’”’ he answered, as if it was his last word on the subject. 

‘It is very good of you to warn me; but I ran no danger 
this morning. I left the river and went up the hill, where the 
air was fresh and cool.” — 
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“* Good to eat, as we say. You are quite safe on the hill 
—unless by some mischance you encounter this reported 
tiger,” he added as a second thought. ‘* Was there a clear 
view from the top of the hill this morning ? ” 

“I did not go as far.” 

‘* Then you were not long there to eat the air.” 

‘I stopped to look at the temple.” 

‘** Not an interesting place. It belongs to the past. I 
believe the carvings are considered good.” . 

** Yes,”’ she assented. ‘‘ What interests me more is the 
stone that blocks the doorway. Is there no other entrance 
to the temple ? ” 
- “None that we know of. Daood would remember if 
there was any tradition of a second way into the cave—for 
cave it is in my opinion with porch and facings outside of 
carved stone.” ; 

** Then how was the stone placed in its present position ? ” 

** An easy matter enough if you have the workmen. When 
the temple was desecrated by the followers of the Moghul 
and the door blocked, the men employed must have come 
out of the roof, through a hole made by the removal of a 
slab of stone. The stone of course was replaced.” 

It all seemed plain and comprehensible as he put it. 

‘““Daood told me that the villagers believe the temple 
to be haunted by the goddess.” 

Michael allowed himself to smile indulgently. e 

** The old man is full of tales. Did he say anything about 
the hole in the door? ”’ : 

“Yes.” After a slight pause she added, ‘““———and was 
really alarmed when I offered to test the truth of the story 
by putting my stick into the hole.” 

** You did not do it ? ” he asked sharply, as though he was 
not altogether free from superstition himself. . © 

** Out of consideration for his feelings I refrained.” 

“That was good of you.” 

‘Do you think that my stick would have been seized by 
the mysterious spirit ? ” she asked. 

“No ! no! of course not!’ he hastened to say. ‘‘ Daood 
would have looked upon your action as an insult to the 
Ammah, and he would have been alarmed at the possible 
result. Every illness, accident or misfortune that happened 
to the villagers during the next two or three months would 
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have been put down to the malice of thedemon. No matter 
whether there is any truth or not in these legends, it is a 
mistake to test them or to inquire too closely into them. 
One never can tell how much the village magician himself 
may have to do with the accidents.” 

Nurse Mary felt inclined to relate her experience of the 
morning; but after what he had just said she thought it bet- 
ter to preserve her secret. As he asked no questions, she 
was not tempted to make any admissions that might show 
an excess of curiosity, or an endeavour to do what he depre- 
cated—inquire too deeply into detail. 

She remembered chance conversations between English- 
men who discussed natives and the country. She gathered 
that those who knew the people best were unwilling to probe 
too deeply. She recalled the words of a civilian who had 
spent many years in India. 

** We live on a surface that gives us no indication of what 
is beneath it,’”’ he said. “If we dig we are apt to turn up 
problems that are insoluble. When I had been in the 
country six months and had learned the language, I thought 
I knew all about the people I was helping to govern; but 
now, after twenty-six years, Iam convinced that I know 
nothing except just the few square yards of the surface on 
which we English live. As to what goes on underneath, I 
am in total ignorance; and I should remain ignorant if I 
lived here a hundred years.” 

Nurse Mary was becoming aware that she was living on a 
surface that has a big world beneath it. What did she know 
even of the life going on immediately around her ? Who and 
what were the people occupying the rooms below hers ? 
or the lower story on the ground floor? What was that 
world of women behind the barred door that shut off her own 
verandah from the hareem ? 

Then there were the servants of the establishment, who 
from what she had seen, might number scores. Outside 
the garden walls was the Hindu village with its settlement 
of Muhammadans. The squat mud-houses were teeming 
with life. Human beings herded together uncontrolled by 
any sanitary housing laws to interfere with the close packing 
of the families. They overflowed into the verandahs and 
sheds and slept where they could. What could she know of 
how all these people lived ? What were their social customs, 
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their religious beliefs? Even if they were explained she 
would not be able to comprehend them. 

She remained standing in the verandah after Michael 
had taken his usual ceremonious leave of her. Before going 
he had once again questioned her as to the wisdom of allow- 
ing Gabriel to spend another night in the open. He was 
solicitous that nothing should be done to retard his brother’s 
restoration to good health. Nurse Mary could not but 
admire the brotherly affection that was thus shown. 

From her patient and his affairs her thoughts came round 
to herself. If Gabriel was well, there was no necessity for 
her to remain much longer at the.house. Her services as a 
nurse were not needed, but she had been sent more to watch 
the case than attend professionally. She must write and 
express her opinion and ask for release from duty in the shape 
of leave. 

It was impossible to return to the Hospital. She was an 
unpaid voluntary nurse; therefore if the work was not 
pressing she could expect immediate release. She intended 
to go to Coonoor to the House of Desire and Delight. The 
name made her shudder every time she thought of it. She 
had determined to alter it, a task not easy of performance. 
She might give the bungalow another name which might be 
used by Europeans; but the natives would always cling 
to the old one whatever she might do. 

She returned to her room and sat down to write her daily 
report to Jimmy. At the same time she would ask officially 
for leave. She took up her pen. The letter to Dumbarton 
flowed easily enough. When she came to her appeal for 
leave, she was suddenly confronted with the fact that her 
request would have to go before the Commandant. Her 
husband would recognize her handwriting. Could she dis- 
guise it? The thought was distasteful. Should she risk 
the consequences ? Then perhaps he might follow her up ; 
ask for an interview; demand concessions No! she 
could not go through a second honeymoon like the first. 
She had done with honeymoons and husbands. They — 
belonged to an unreal world that had existed only in her 
girlish imagination when she dreamed of-a close companion- 
ship with one to whom the first and only love of her life had 
been given. | 

Disillusion had come and swept away all such dreams, 
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All she asked now of life was a happy and congenial ocecu- 
pation wherein she might find oblivion of self and oppor- 
tunity for devotion to others who needed her services. 

She rose from her chair and paced the large airy sitting- 
room, her sensitive nature fully conscious of the luxury that 
surrounded her. The light was subdued by an arrangement 
of the blinds ; the atmosphere was full of the scent of freshly 
gathered roses. The position was far enough removed from 
the unknown world about her, to give a sense of retirement 
and solitude without loneliness. The sounds that came 
through the open windows were softened by distance: a 
song chanted by a tenor voice at the well; the shout of the 
bullock-driver in the road to his slow-moving cattle; the 
shrill treble of the dhoby’s son as he drove his father’s heavily 
laden donkeys to the river; the chirping of sparrows and 
the chattering of minas, and the falling water of the foun- 
tain in the rose garden. None of the sounds were insistent 
enough to be separate and of a disturbing nature. They 
blended into an unintrusive chorus that was part of the world 
she was living in—that superficial world called India which 
she could see and feel. 

As she turned again to move the length of the room she 
caught sight of the stick she had used that morning. It was 
a polished rattan cane with a silver nob of Indian workman- 
ship. She wondered if by any chance it bore the marks of 
teeth upon it and whether the smooth surface was damaged. 

She took it up and examined it. To her astonishment she 
‘found no mark at all. It could not have been seized by 
teeth ; no, nor claws. Then it must have been gripped by a 
hand. The hand of a man? orofamonkey ? She glanced at 
Judy who entered at that moment from the bedroom to 
bring a book that her mistress had left on the dressing- 
table. 

** Judy ! are there any monkeys on the droog ? ”’ she asked 
abruptly. 

The ayah spoke the broken English of the Tamil servant. 
She did not reply immediately, and Nurse mary repeated her 
question. 

.  Can’t say, ma’am.’ 

** Has Daood spoken _ any monkeys ? ”’ 

** Peon says devils only on droog.” 

‘What do they look like?” 
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“fSometimes like tigers ; sometimes like jackals; like 
pi-dogs, pigs, monkeys.”’ 

“Have you ever seen a devil? ”’ 

Judy looked shocked at the question. She covered her 
mouth with her hand as she replied : 

** Ah ! bah ! I never look ! I never see! Very bad business 
those droog devils. Can’t stay here ! must go back to Ban- 
galore. Missus come too!’ she concluded in a tearful 
voice. 

*“Not yet. I mustn’t go away till the Doctor gives 
leave, and you will stay here till I go.” 

The ayah gave her a frightened glance and slipped back 
into the bedroom to finish her work. Nurse Mary noticed 
that she cast a look at the stick which was still in its owner’s 
hands. The woman could not possibly have known that the 
cane had been thrust into the Ammah’s abode, unless her 
own steps had been dogged and her actions spied upon. 
Michael had said enough to convince her that trouble might 
arise if the villagers believed that she had offered an insult 
to the demon. 

With an impatient gesture Nurse Mary put the stick back 
in its place and applied herself to the business of writing 
out her application for leave. She decided not to make it 
official at present, but to tell Jimmy that she would be glad 
of a holiday as soon as it was convenient to the authorities. 
In none of her letters to Dumbarton had she mentioned her 
husband or hinted that she wished for news of him. 

At midday she heard Gabriel's voice outside. 

** May I come in, Nurse?” he asked, pushing aside the 
light semi-transparent purdah of bamboo and beads that 
hung before the door leading into the verandah. 

She welcomed him with a professional glance. 

** None the worse for last night’s expedition ? ” she asked. — 

“None whatever. Iam all the better for it. I have had 
a good sleep and now I feel ready for anything. A soldier 
hates bed and medicine.” 

“He wants to be killing something,” she replied with a 
smile. ‘* You can’t kill Turks, so you are after tigers. Tell 
me about last night.” 

He dropped into a chair near her and related his experi- 
ences. 

“I don’t believe in the tiger,” he concluded. . ““ A jungle 
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cat must have clawed the tree. However, I shall sit up 
again to-night.’ 

Nurse Mary laid her cool white hand over his slender brown 
fingers, then nodded assent. 

*“There’s no fever; so no harm has been done. If it 
pleases you to have another try, do so.” 

“It does not please me ; it bores me stiff, as those English- 
men sa 
, = Then why do it since you run a possible risk of getting 

ever ?.”’ 

He burst out suddenly with a flash of the eyes and a bend- 
ing of the brows. 

** Because I can't stay there ’’—he glanced 1 ‘in the direc- 
tion of his room—“ without my wife.” 

Nurse Mary was silent. She continued her knitting, 
counting the stitches. When she had satisfied herself that 
she had made no mistake, she looked up at him and asked 
if he had had news of the Sahiba Nourma. 

‘The Beebee, I am told, is better,” he replied moodily. 
‘“*I have commanded her presence in my room to-morrow. 
If she does not come, then I will call Shaitan and his angels to 
my assistance and force her to come.’ 

‘© What will your brother say? He 1 is So gentle and rea- 
sonable. He will not approve of a row.’ 

“Yet he can make a row himself if things don’t please 
him. He has a smooth side for you. I believe he is a little 
afraid of you, Nurse.” 

Gabriel glanced at her with a twinkle of amusement in 
his brown eyes. She returned his glance and smiled, well 
pleased to see the stormy mood die away. At that moment. 
distant screams fell on her ear. They were a succession of 
piercing shrieks of pain. Gabriel sat unmoved. 

‘“Oh! what is that? Some one must be hurt!” cried 
Nurse Mary, putting down her knitting and preparing to go 
to render first aid if necessary. 

‘* Sit down again, Nurse. You can do no good,”’ he replied 
indifferently. 

‘ But it may be an accident |” 

‘* More likely some one is being beaten.”’ 

‘* Does that sort of thing go on unchecked ?”’ she asked 
sharply. 

He shrugged his shoulders with half a smile. 
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‘If we interfered every time a woman cried or a child 
shrieked, we should have time for nothing else but to ask 
questions and hear—what ? lies. The women of the hareem 
must live their own lives and take the good and the evil as 
Allah sends it.” 

‘*But I don’t like to hear screaming of that kind. It 
means pain, an appeal for help. I feel as if I ought to go and 
give the help that is needed.”’ 

‘** Neither you nor I could find the victim of some one’s 
wrath and displeasure even if every door opened at our 
approach,’’ he said. 

**I don’t like it,” she answered. Her nerves were on 
edge, not only on account of the distressing sound below, 
but also from the various incidents with which she had come 
into contact lately ; the adventure at the temple door, the 
incomprehensible behaviour of the Sahiba Nourma, and the 
ayah’s demand to return to Bangalore. 

“Then you shall have no more of it,’”’ said Gabriel with 
decision. 

“Can you stop it?’ she asked quickly. 

‘““The cry can be stopped.” 

** And the beating and hurting ? ”’ 

“That I cannot answer for.” —. 

There was silence. Nurse Mary took up her knitting and 
tried to concentrate her attention on her work. Gabriel 
relapsed into silence. He was thinking of his wife. A 
woman’s shriek was nothing to him. It meant that probably 
she was only getting her deserts ; the women of the hareem 
screamed for nothing. He had known a wilful spoilt beauty 
roll on the floor and fill the air with discordant shrieks be- 
cause she had been denied the whim of the moment. 

** Will you ride with me this afternoon, Nurse ? ”’ he said. 

*“*T shall be delighted. Let me have the same horse.”’ 

** Certainly. Ill give him to you if you will accept him.” 

*“Oh!no! TIonly want to borrow him. Captain Gabriel,” 
she said, letting her knitting lie upon her lap, ‘“‘I have 
something to say to you. There is no necessity for me 
to stay here much longer. You are quite well. I was sent 
here to see that you did nothing rash. I am going to report 
you as recovered and no longer in need of my services.” 
He sat up suddenly and gazed at her with startled eyes. She 
held up her hand to keep him silent, ‘‘ T recommend that 
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you apply for a month’s privilege leave and stay on here.” 

‘“* Are you tired of this life? Are you unhappy? Is 
there anything that we can do to make you more comfort- 
able ? ”’ | 

The questions poured from his lips with impetuosity. She © 
hastened to reassure him. 

“Nothing! nothing! I am perfectly comfortable. I 
should be very ungrateful if I were not contented. -You and 
your brother have both been most kind and have left nothing 
undone that might add to my happiness. Please don’t think 
that I want to get away on that account.” 

‘* Then stay,’’ he said in the tone of one who was not accus- 
tomed to Have his wishes thwarted. 

‘* How can I when there is no necessity ? What excuse 
can I make for imposing myself on strangers when I am not 
wanted ? ” 

‘*T want you. I want you badly, your companionship, 
your kindnesses. You are sorry for me. I see it in your 
eyes. You say to yourself every time you look at me, 
‘Poor fellow! Why don’t they give him what he longs for ? ’ 
If you leave me I shall run amuk. We Mussulmen are not 
like the cold-blooded men of your nation. If we don’t have 
what we want ”—he sat up in his chair again and leaned 
towards her—‘‘ we go mad and somebody has to suffer. 
Are you & married woman ? ” he asked abruptly. 

‘* Yes,” she answered with momentary hesitation. 

** Then you know.” | 

** T know my own people, but not the people of this land.” 

He smiled and dropped into a happier mood. 

‘Your women do not roll on the floor and scream if they 
cannot get what they want; nor your men run amuk.”’ 

There was no question in his words. They merely stated 
facts. *He rose from his seat. : 

** The horses will be ready at half-past four.” 

He walked away with the quick, firm tread of a strong, 
healthy man. The fever had left his body, but it had entered 

his soul; and for that the professional nurse and the doctor 

“had no cure, 


CHAPTER XIII 


Caer sat up again for the tiger. At dawn Nurse 

Mary heard his footstep on the stairs as he returned _ 
to his room. She came out into the verandah and greeted 
him. 
‘* Well ? what luck? Did you get the tiger ? ”’ she asked. 

“No luck at all. The goat was restless and made noise 
enough to attract any tiger that was within hearing of it. I 
don’t believe that there is & tiger on the hill at all. If it 
was ever there, it has gone,”’ he concluded with a touch of 
impatience. 

e called for Mahmoud. Another man came forward. 

‘* Where’s Mahmoud ? ”’ he demanded. 

‘** Gone out, Huzoor. He asked me to serve your Honour, 
if your Honour came in before he returned.” 

Gabriel strode towards his room not in the best mou: 
The man was expert, however, and able to do all that was 
required. A little later the young master was under the 
mosquito curtains, his annoyance and disappointment for- | 
gotten in a deep sleep. 

Nurse Mary put on her sun-hat and left the house by the 
side door. She was prepared to find Daood waiting for her, 
and was relieved to hear from one of the servants that the 
old man had been sent by the Shahzada Michael to the 
village bazaar to bring back something he needed. She 
passed out of the compound into the wilderness lying between 
the house and the hill. Here the ruined remains of the old 
town were everywhere plain to be seen in mounds and broken 
masonry. Where the grass hid them the outline betrayed 
their presence. She took one of the narrow footways leading 
direct to the hill. The breeze on the summit would freshen 
her brain and blow away cobwebs that had of late been 
accumulating. 
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She had accepted the invitation to stay with Captain 
Gabriel, because it afforded her a welcome escape from a 
situation that would have been intolerable. She was be- 
ginning to find, however, that the freedom from nursing 
was not bringing her the rest that she needed. She enjoyed 
her morning walks and evening rides and she was apprecia- 
tive of the luxury with which she was surrounded; but 
the element of disappointment and vexation that had crept 
sate Captain Gabriel’s life was somehow affecting her as 
well. 

She did not approve of the delayed union of husband and 
wife ; and was puzzled as to its cause. The longer the 
delay, the more she sympathized with the young husband 
and felt proportionately irritated with the reluctant wife. 
An English husband under similar circumstances would have 
taken himself off in a huff and found solace and distraction 
elsewhere. Later he would put the law in motion; and if 
his wife remained obstinate, he might proceed to extremities 
and claim his freedom. 

In her own case she had not had recourse to the law and 
did not intend to take advantage of it. She had no wish to 
try matrimony a second time. She was free to live a life 
of. usefulness to others; and if it were God’s will that she 
should be denied the blessing of motherhood, she would not 
rebel. If all the women of her nation became wives and 
mothers, there would be none left to do the work she and 
her nursing sisters had undertaken. 

Her thoughts swung backwards and forwards between her 
own circumstances and those of Gabriel. When she came to 
examine more deeply the details, she found that the two 
cases were not parallel, because he was a man and she was 4 
woman. There was sufficient likeness only between them 
to make her sympathetic. Another point disturbed her. 
Gabriel would not meet his trouble as she had met hers; 
nor would he follow the same lines that an average English- 
man might take. . 

What would he do? In Hospital Gabriel was very much 
the soldier among soldiers; an officer among officers. It 
was the result of his military training and all in a piece with 
the rest of his military life. 

Now he was at home and in the midst of his family he 
was 8 Muhammadan among Muhammadans, Birth and 
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home-training must dominate the influence of the later edu- 
cation. At any moment he might show himself to be a 
man of uncontrolled passions. How long would he listen 
to reason and be. persuaded to exercise patience ? 

Only a few days had elapsed since she had arrived with 
her patient. He was then under the control of the military 
Hospital and was content to submit to the ordering of his 
life by the Hospital authorities. A change had taken place. 
The nurse’s authority had melted away. He no longer re- 
quired her ministrations. His servant could do all that was 
necessary. From nurse she had been changed into com- 
panion. And as a companion she would become unnecessary 
and intrusive as soon as he had his wife’s society. She might 
drift into the position of temporary companion to the Sahiba 
Nourma. But from what she had seen and heard of the 
lady she did not think that it was a position that would be 
at all to her mind. a 

Nurse Mary climbed in leisurely fashion along the winding 
path leading through the jungle that clothed the hillside. 
She arrived at the platform or landing where stood the plinth 
surmounted by the ugly image of the Ammah. A gleam of 
sunlight fell through the foliage and played with the gentle 
movement of the wind ameng the leaves on the monstrous 
half-human, swinish face. What could the sculptor have 
seen to suggest such a brute? She left the stairs and 
scrambled a little way up the rock to get a better view of the 


image. 

“Qh ! you beauty ! ’”’ she cried, as she gazed at it. ‘‘ Now 
what do you remind me of with that ugly circular nose and 
those goggle eyes? ”’ i 

She stood some minutes contemplating the monstrosity, 
trying to bring to her mind something that suggested the 
face. Suddenly she smiled. - 

“Ah! I have it! I know! that’s it!” but she did not 
tell the jungle of her secret discovery. 

There was a faint indication of a path round the rocky wall 
opposite to the steps up the hill. A ledge of rock projected 
three or four feet, giving foothold to vegetation. It tempted 
her to leave the beaten path and explore. She picked her 
way carefully. A false step and she might slip and roll down 
the steep side of the hill some hundred feet, or find herself 
caught up in a thorny piece of jungle, from which it would 
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be difficult to extricate herself. She was too far off the 
village to make herself heard ; moreover, her cries for help 
would be attributed to the Ammah probably, and not a 
soul would venture near her. 

She reached a point where there was a gap in the trees. 
The view fascinated her. It looked towards the west. The 
horizon was bounded by a blue line of hills which even at that 
distance showed a noble outline of peak and precipice, forest 
and gorge. A great park-like expanse of rich country 
stretched in between. It was varied with cultivated fields 
and groups of noble trees. Over all the morning sun shone 
with generous warmth. What a smiling land ! she thought, 
and the smile upon it was permanent. No chilling frosts 
would come to paralyze the vegetation and send the land to 
sleep; its fertility was never checked either by cold or 
drought. Men and women should be happy in a country so 
blessed ! 

As if to contradict such a supposition, her ears caught the 
sound of a groan. She turned sharply and glanced towards 
the image which she had left behind. Why she should have 
associated the Ammah with a cry of pain, she could not have 
said. Perhaps it was that both—the image and the cry of 
pain—struck an unsympathetic note with that beautiful 
morning. She wondered if there was any cunning mechanism 
by which a groan could be produced from the hideous 
idol. High up overhead and lost to sight in the glorious 
azure of the sky an eagle screamed. It seemed directly 
above her, as though it was hovering over the spot where she 
stood. 

She remained perfectly still and waited, her eyes on the ° 
Ammabh, in the hope that the sound would be repeated. In 
less than five minutes it came again, a long-sighing moan of 
suffering. The direction was not from the plinth but from 
the hillside a little above the spot where she stood. Could 
it be the mythical tiger? Her heart gave a bound; but 
Nurse Mary was no coward. She recalled Gabriel’s assur- 
ance that nothing had been seen of the tiger except the claw- 
ings on trees and an occasional pug-mark. Moreover, the 
noise was not like any cry an animal would make unless it 
were a monkey, the most human of all beasts. A tiger would 
have growled ; it could not have groaned in that human way. 

She searched the steep, rough hillside for footway and 
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moved carefully step by step in the direction from which the 
sound had come. | 

Again she stood still and listened with acute attention. 
Her keen eyes swept the side of the droog, noting here and 
there that a tuft of grass was bent with the pressure of a foot. 
Something of a heavy nature—heavier than a jackal—had 
recently passed that way. 

Once more a deep moaning sigh fell on her ear. It came 
from the right. At this point there was a cleft in the wall of 
rock down which a stream ran in wet weather. Just now 
no water was visible, although the presence of some luxuriant 
ferns showed that the ground was damp. | 

Nurse Mary crept up the narrow rift and pushed her way 
through some rank vegetation that reached to her waist, 
thorny brambles and sprawling bushes matted together with 
creepers. Suddenly she caught sight of some scarlet stains 
on her cotton frock. The brambles bore no fruit.. Her 
practised eye told her that the stains had nothing to do with 
fruit. They were made by blood, fresh blood not many hours 
old which had splashed the jungle through which she was 
forcing her way. 

The cleft widened and formed a little pocket in the hillside, 
a sheltered nook hidden from the sight of anyone but a close 
searcher. Thick foliage of overhanging trees roofed it in; 
the walls were of rock and there was no other entrance but 
the one in which Nurse Mary stood gazing at an object half 
hidden in the bed of ferns. | 

It was the huddled form of a man, lying face downwards, 
a ghastly sight even for the eyes of an hospital nurse in war 
time. He was a native and his clothes were saturated with 
blood to such an extent that very little of their original 
colour remained. : 

She forced her way through the jungle and stooping over 
him gently turned his head so that she could see the features 
of the unconscious man. 

‘It was Captain Gabriel’s servant, Mahmoud ! 

With quick, practised hand she straightened the limp form 
and seatched for the wound. It must have been severe to 
cause so much loss of blood. His limbs were sound and 
unhurt and there was no injury to the throat. | 

It did not take long to discover that the wound was in the 
back. The poor victim’s coat hung in strips and the shirt 
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underneath was similarly ripped. What could it mean? 

‘Suddenly she stood up assailed by a terrible thought. 
This was not the work of any human being ; it was the deadly 
wound given by the claws of a tiger. With one stroke of the 
heavy paw the flesh and muscles had been torn all down the 
back to the very bone. 

The tiger must have carried its prey to the spot to eat him. 
It was disturbed before it had time to inflict a death-wound 
and had sneaked away. It would assuredly return to enjoy 
its meal at sunset. The brute was a man-eater ;? hence its 
refusal to be attracted by the dog and the goat. 

It was impossible for her to move Mahmoud without 
assistance. She must go in search of some one at once. She 
covered the poor old man with her cloak and arranged 
his inanimate form as comfortably as she could in case he 
should recover consciousness before she returned. She 
hoped that he would not attempt to crawl home unassisted. 
Any effort of the kind would cause the wound to bleed afresh; 
and a false step on the way to the steps might send him 
headlong down the hill to cértain death. The eagles were 
screaming overhead. They had come down lower in the 
sky and she could see them wheeling round and round. 
They had caught the whiff of the spilt blood. 

She hurried away with all speed possible on such a rough 
path. She was very unwilling to leave Mahmoud ; yet there 
was nothing else to be done, and the sooner she could obtain 
help the sooner she could dress the wound and _ secure 
him from further attack of either beast or bird of prey. 

She came out of the jungle at the foot of the hill and 
ran as fast as she could by the narrow path leading 
through the ruins. Near the garden door she encountered 
Michael. He was strolling along as if he had no particular 

object for his walk but a little easy exercise. 
- ‘© Good morning, madam,” he said as she came up with 
him. ‘ Like you, I am out eating the air before the sun is 
too hot.’’ 

‘* Michael Sahib! how fortunate I am to meet you!” she 
cried breathlessly. ‘“‘ The tiger !”’ 

“You have not seen it?” he exclaimed sharply. ‘ No! 
there is no tiger. My brother says——” 

“Yes! yes! it is there, somewhere on the hill! It has 
attacked Mahmoud ! ” : 
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** Killed him ? ”’ he asked in horror. 

“* The poor man is not dead; but he is unconscious from 
loss of blood. You must send some men to carry him back 
at once.” 

“Where is he ? ” he asked, as they went quickly towards 
the house. 

She described the place and how she had heard his groans 
sare found him. Michael gave his orders and then turned 
to her. 

**'You need not come, madam. I will go myself and see 
that the men do all that is necessary.” 

**T must go too. I shall have to dress the wound before 
he is moved, or he may bleed to death. I will go and get 
the bandages and lint.” 

She ran up to her room and was back again before Michael 
had found the bamboos necessary to form the stretcher and 
collected his staff of bearers. She directed the men how to 
make the ambulance and marshalled them in order. In less 
than ten minutes the party started, Michael and Nurse Mary 
leading the way and Daood in charge of the bearers. 

After the first exclamations and inquiries the ambulance 
party became very silent. They had heard all that was to 
be told and had drawn their own conclusions. All they 
desired now was to have those conclusions confirmed. The 
old peon had also listened attentively and without comment 
beyond an occasional grunt. It required no words from him 
~ to enlighten his companions as to what he thought of the 
matter. 

The head gardener, finding that the peon had nothing to 
say, took upon himself to voice the thought of the company. 

**“How did Mahmoud get up the hill ? and what was he 
doing there in the dark hours of the morning ? Mahmoud was 
not in the habit of going alone into the jungle and up the 
hill. He must have been carried there. But how could 
the tiger carry him so far without leaving traces? Cana 
tiger fly? Fly!Ho! Hoh! Since when had tigers taken to 
flying? A jungle tiger could not fly; but a Rakshah ?——” 

Every man who heard the word placed a hand over his 
mouth. If this was the work of the Rakshah’s son, then who 
need lift an eyebrow in wonder ? 

They strode along in silence for a short distance, ill at ease 
in the knowledge that they might anger the demon by 
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carrying away his victim. Then remembering they were but 
slaves and only doing the will of their master, they mentally 
shifted all responsibility for their actions on the shoulders 
of their superiors. On the Shahzada and on the English 
woman rested the blame of rescuing Mahmoud from the wrath 
of the demon. 

Presently the head gardener ventured to ask Daood if he 
did not confirm what he had just said. A wag of the head 
sideways, accompanied by a grunt, gave assent. The gar- 
dener was encouraged to speak again. 

‘Mahmoud must have gone to the foot of the droog to 
wait for the young master’s return, in the early dawn before 
it was light.” 

** It is the time when the cumbly over the sun is thickest ; 
it is then that the devils are most mischievous and full of © 
anger, for they will so soon have to go to sleep,” said one of 
the under-gardeners just a little afraid that he would. be 
snubbed by his superior. 

‘* And the Rakshah’s son, knowing that his time was short 
—for even the strongest demon cannot roam abroad after 
the sun rises—was angry,” said another man. - 

‘* So he seized the servant of the big fighting master who 
would shoot him,” declared the head gardener, claiming 
silence by a motion of his hand. “It is never good to anger 
the devils of the Hindus. By the grace of Allah the young 
Sahib has been saved this time. It will be well for him to 
take warning.” | 

All these statements were levelled at Daood and received | 
by him with a wag of the head. Thus it came to pass that, 
although he had not spoken many words, he was accredited 
with the firm belief that the tiger which had half killed 
Mahmoud was not a real animal. It was none other than 
the bridegroom of the wicked Ammah. 

_ Nurse Mary rendered first aid with skilful fingers. The 
wound was terrible. Four sharp claws had been drawn down 
the length of the back, cutting the flesh through to the bone 
in four long cuts. It was as if Mahmoud had been scored 
with a butcher’s knife. . 

™ sAfter forcing brandy down his throat—a proceeding that 
outraged the teaching of the Koran,—Nurse Mary noticed a 
fluttering of the eyelids. Mahmoud was recovering con- 
sciousness. He was too weak to speak and his brain was 
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befogged with the shock of his accident. She felt his pulse. 

** He can bear the move now. Let the bearers put him 
on the stretcher. They must handle him very carefully,” 
she said to Michael. 

He gave directions, cautioning the men not to jolt him 
in any way, lest the bleeding should break out again. All 
through the operations Michael showed kindness and con- 
sideration. Nurse Mary was thankful to have him as a 
helper in her first aid work. He walked by the side of the 
stretcher wherever it was possible and kept a watchful eye 
on the bearers, reprimanding with a ae word if he de- 
tected any carelessness. 
~ Mahmoud was carried to his own little room in the ser- 
vants’ quarters. Nurse Mary did not leave him till the 
wound had been properly dressed and the old man made as 
comfortable as was possible on his low string cot. She heard 
Michael give orders for his food to be prepared in the kitchen ; 
and he deferred to her more than once as he issued his orders 
about the diet that would be most suitable. They left the 
room together and Michael accompanied her to the foot of 
the stairs. 

** How good you are, Michael Sahib!” she said warmly. 
“* Captain Gabriel is indeed fortunate in having such a 
brother ! ” | 

“It is nothing!” he protested. ‘‘ Mahmoud is a good 
servant. We should be ungrateful if we did not take every 
possible care of him.” 

Although he made little of his actions that morning, he 
was pleased. 

“ This accident will make my brother more anxious than 
ever to sit up again for the tiger. Iwill have the position 
of the machan changed. It shall be placed in a tree near the 
spot where you found Mahmoud. How was it that you came 
across him ? he was some distance from the path,” he asked 
with a curiosity that was not assumed. 

_She described her walk and her rest at the point where the 
plinth stood with its image of the Ammah. She heard his 
groan and searched till she found him. 

“It is not a pleasant spot,” remarked Michael, looking 
at her. ‘* You were not afraid ? ’ | 

** Not in the least. The hill fascinates me with its legend. 
I am not a believer in Hindu devils, as you know.” 
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““It would be a dangerous place for you if you were 
attacked. In attempting to escape, you might fall down a 
precipice. You know that near the image there is a deep 
chasm in the rock. It is screened by thick bushes. No one 
who has ever fallen into it has been brought out alive.” 

** T am not likely to tumble in.” 

‘““ If the tiger attacked you, it might push you over, 
madam ; do be guided by me and avoid the hill for the pre- 
sent,’ pleaded Michael persuasively, not to say anxiously. 
‘*'You are a guest under our roof, and think what a terrible 
thing it would be for us if any accident happened to you.” 

She only laughed at his fears and would give no pro- 
mise to keep away. He suggested that she would be safer 
walking with Daood by the river. She urged the objection 
that the air was not so fresh and sweet there as on the hill. 

** Now that we know the tiger to be a real danger, I beg at 
least that you will wait until my brother has shot the brute. 
Until then it is not safe to be walking in the jungle. I shall 
take good care not to go there myself. I must tell my brother 
that he must sit up for it to-night and every night until we 
have proof that it has gone or until he has luck to kill it.” 

‘* Thank you very much for your thought for me,” said 
Nurse Mary, who was touched by his consideration for her 
welfare. ‘* Perhaps it would be wiser for me to keep away 
from the hill for a day or two,”’ she said pleasantly. At the 
same time she made no promise. 

As she mounted the stairs Michael gazed after her, his brow 
knitted with anxiety. He was thinking that it would relieve 
him and the rest of the household of a great responsibility 
if the English nurse would return to her duties at the Hospital. 
He wondered how that end could best be attained. 


CHAPTER XIV 


ABRIEL heard with surprise and consternation of the ~ 

accident that had befallen his servant. The man 

had been with him some time, and like his kind had not only 

made himself useful but almost indispensable. His master 

went down to see him early in the afternoon. He was con- 

scious, but very weak from loss of blood. 

-“* How did it happen ? ” was the natural question put by 
Gabriel. 

Mahmoud could not say. It happened all in a moment. 
There was a terrible cry—not a roar, but a savage, choked 
cry—behind him. Before he could turn his head to see 
whence it came, he was struck down by a blow on his back. 
The claws tore his flesh and he remembered nothing more. 

‘“What were you doing on the hill?” asked his master. 

‘“I came to seek your Honour. I carried hot coffee, 
knowing that your Excellency would be cold and thirsty 
after the long watch through the night.” 

‘** It was foolish to come before dawn. I might have shot 
you for the tiger if I had caught sight of something moving 
in the dark.” | 
‘ naa sky was just beginning to lighten behind the hill, 

a hig 

‘* And you saw nothing ? ”’ 

** Nothing, Sahib.» Mahmoud looked up at his master 
with eyes in which fear was shadowed. ‘Sahib, it was no 
tiger that struck me down, It was the son of the Rakshah. 
He carried me to the place where the honourable lady found 
me.” 

** ‘Were you conscious when you were carried ? ”’ 

**'No, Sahib. My senses had left me and I knew nothing 
from the time the blow was given. Iwasasa dead man until 
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the lady poured brandy down my throat and its burning 
awoke me.” 

“The brute! I must find some means of killing it !”’ 
said Captain Gabriel. 

“Ah! Huzoor! Your Honour must not try to kill the tiger. 
It only makes the Rakshah angry. He has struck me down 
with claws that are sharper than any living tiger’s ; me, thy 
servant ! Next time he will strike your Excellency down, 
and we, thy followers, will never find your Honour again.’ 

Gabriel did not argue the point. His poor old servant was 
too weak to bear any additional anxiety. He gave a few 
directions regarding Mahmoud’s comfort and left the room. 
4 the verandah at the top of the stairs he found Nurse 

ary. 

“Well? What do you think of it all?’ she asked. ‘“‘ It 
iS astounding that we should have such undoubted evidence 
- of the tiger’s presence. You saw nothing of it last night ? ” 

“No; and what is more I was prepared to swear when I 
came home this morning that there was no tiger on the hill. 
After this I don’t know what to think.” 

“Shall you sit up for it to-night ? ”’ 

‘*“No!” The answer came quickly and with decision. 
He glanced at her and then looked away. A frown crossed 
his brow and his lips were compressed. 

‘* ‘Your brother says he will have a machan put up in one 
of the trees near the spot where. Mahmoud was found. He 
is sure that the tiger will return,”’ she said. 

“To-morrow night, perhaps I will sit up; but to-night——-! 
not if there are fifty tigers!’’ He glanced at the bolted 
door that shut off the hareem. 

** Are you going to ride this afternoon ?”’ she asked. 

“Yes; if you will come with me.’ 

“TJ shall be delighted. I'll be ready after tea at the same 
time as yesterday.” 

The ride was enjoyable; such was Nurse Mary’s opinion. 
She was not certain if Gabriel shared it. He was moody 
during the ride and unnaturally. silent. He rode fast, as 
if he wanted violent action to work off an excitement that 
he strove in vain to suppress. More than once she -hung 
back or called to him to go slower when he was urging his 
horse forward at a hand-gallop. 

On the way home he suddenly left her side. They were pass- 
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ing through an open expanse of grass. Putting spurs to his 
horse, he wheeled and circled round her, changing his position 
in the saddle, Arab-fashion. Leaning over the horse’s neck he 
took cover in such a manner that if he had been riding on a 
sky-line his saddle would have appeared empty. He stooped 
low and gathered a flower, tossing it to her as he flew by. 
Then, as his horse dropped into a more even gallop, he left 
the reins on its neck and climbed up into his saddle, kneeling 
and standing as if to secure a wider view of the country. 
The spirit of his ancestors seemed to inspire him and some- 
thing of his wild excitement communicated itself to the horses. 

As abruptly as he had begun these strange performances 
he ceased ; and she found him walking his panting steam- 
ing horse by her side. Her eyes were ready to meet his with 
an appreciative glance; but to her surprise he seemed to 
have forgotten her presence. The performance had not 
been given for her amusement; nor did there seem to be 
‘any thought on his part of winning her approval. His mad 
ride was prompted by an inward excitement that was sending 
fire through his veins. It was an instinctive effort to work 
off some of that fire and to find relief in action. He would 
quench the madness of his soul with physical fatigue. His 
effort was partially successful ; but its effect did not outlast 
the immediate fatigue. 

There was the same throng of women behind the latticed 
windows to watch the going and the coming of the master 
with the Englishwoman. The ride was proving for the 
hareem a daily excitement that drew every member to the 
beeagae Sharp eyes and still sharper tongues were 

usy. 

“The witch has cast a dumb spell upon him! See! he 
says nothing ; she has tied his tongue and he cannot speak ! ”” 

** He follows her like a dog, walking at her side without 
taking note of whither she leads! ”’ 

“* See ! now she points to a flower. He stops to look be- 
cause she bids him. Was ever a man so Ied ? ” 

** Now she moves on and he follows! Who ever saw a 
bine walking in front of the man; her place is at his 

ee 29 

“‘ Bah ! she is not a woman ; she has changed herself into 
& man and wears man’s clothes! ” 

** Now she commands him to pluck a rose! He acts the 
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garden cooly and does as he is bid. He gives it into her 
hand as if he were a slave! Ah! when will the house be rid 
of her and these strange doings cease ! ”’ : 

These were some of the comments that were whispered 
among that veiled throng of women. 

Gabriel and his companion reached the upper verandah 
and Nurse Mary stopped at the entrance to her room. 

*“*T should like to see you again, Captain Gabriel, before 
you have ‘your dinner,”’ she said. 

He smiled, but the frown that had gathered on his brows 
still remained. 

‘* As you please, Nurse; but I have no fever except the 
fever of ‘my returning strength. I rode as I did to-day to 
test my strength. I could do all the tricks of my boyhood 
without faltering. I have lost nothing of my old skill. Iam 
well! Allah be praised! I am quite well again and my 
wound is as though it had never been.”’ 

A note of deep exultation rang through his voice as he 
stood before her. Over her shoulder he could sce the door 
of the hareem. Just as abruptly as he had started off on his 
mad ride he now strode towards the door. Then a thought 
seemed to strike him. He came back. 

‘* Nurse Mary, please go to your room and don’t be alarmed 
at what you may hear,” he said. 

‘* What are you going to do, Captain Gabriel ? ” she asked 
with a vague feeling of apprehension. 

** Exercise my authority,” he replied shortly. 

“* It will be resisted ? ” 

** Possibly ; but it is time that all in this house, including 
my brother, recognize me as the Shahzada.” 

‘* Michael Sahib, I am sure, will back you up.” 

‘We shall see. Will you go now to your room and stay 
there while I see to it that my first command is obeyed ? ” 

*“ And what is that to be?” 

“The opening of the hareem door and the removal of the 
inner bolts. There shall be only one bolt, and that shall be 
on my side of the door; not on theirs. To-night, when I 
choose——” 

He did not finish the sentence, and Nurse Mary noted that 
the eyes which were bent upon her gleamed with a fire of their 
own. 

She made no reply, and after a few seconds’ hesitation she 


DESIRE AND DELIGHT 141 


turned into her sitting-room, A minute or two later Cassim 
camein. Without a word he quietly closed the great wooden 
outer doors of her room and bolted them inside. Then he 
sat down on the floor with the resignation of the fatalist 
and waited for the storm to burst. 

Judy was in the bedroom where she was ready to help her 
mistress to change into the light evening frock she wore at 
dinner. There was yet an hour to that meal. 

** To-morrow I go to Bangalore,” said Judy, as her mistress 
put the finishing touches to her toilet. 

“No, you don’t! You stay here,” replied Nurse Mary 
firmly. ‘‘ You stay with me until I give you leave to go.” 

** Plenty bobbery making in this house. Tiger catching 
Mahmoud. The young master ig | 

“Yes ? well ! what about the young master ? ”’ 

“Servants say ig 

Judy looked at her mistress and became silent. She knew 
that Nurse Mary did not encourage gossip about their 
superiors in servants, and what she might have to say about 
Captain Gabriel was of a closely personal character and 
might not be acceptable. 

' ** The servants talk nonsense. You are a silly woman to 
isten.”’ 

At this moment voices raised in angry dispute sounded in 
the distance. Nurse Mary left the bedroom and went into 
the sitting-room. She could distinguish Gabriel’s voice 
raised in angry demand, and Michiel’s more moderate 
tones apparently remonstrating with his brother on his 
violence. The language used was Hindustani. Although 
she had learned and spoke it easily, the speech was so rapid 
and excited on both sides that she could not understand 
what was said. She gathered that Michael was endeavouring 
to soothe and calm his brother. 

It was neither pleasant nor comfortable to have to hear 
the family quarrel, for such she took it to be. She wondered 
if she had done right in allowing Captain Gabriel to slip out 
of his convalescent state and to break away as he had done 
from her authority as nurse in charge of the case. 

Yet it could not have been otherwise. The man was as 
sound in health as she was and ten times as strong. He was 
no longer in Hospital living under military rule and in the 
close supervision of the doctors. He was in his own house 
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where he was master of a large household and completely 
out of her control. If he chose to lose his temper with ser- 
vants or relations, it was not her business to interfere unless 
his action endangered his health. - koa 

The sound of heavy blows on the door of the hareem, fol- 
lowed by women’s shrieks, came through the venetian shutters 
of her doors. Gabriel was directing in a loud voice ; Michael 
still expostulating. 

Nurse Mary hurried back to her bedroom. She threw off 
her evening dress and put on the Hospital uniform and cap. 
She returned to the front room, where Cassim still sat guard- 
ing the doors. 

‘* Cassim !” she said. ‘‘ Get up and open this door.” 

He rose to his feet at her command, but hesitated about 
executing her order to open the doors. 

It is best to keep them shut until the young Shahzada 
has gone,” he replied. 

‘* No harm will come tome. Open!” 

She began to draw the bolts herself. Cassim, seeing that it 
was useless to struggle against authority, accepted his fate 
and helped his mistress to manipulate the clumsy iron 
bolts. 

The doors were thrown open and Nurse Mary walked out 
into the verandah without haste, but with a determination 
that indicated resolution with absence of all fear. | 

The sun had set and darkness had come on with the usual 
rapidity. The two lanterns that lighted the verandah were 
burning. She saw Gabriel standing over a terrified servant, 
one of the men attached to the hareem, who with trembling 
hands was slowly hacking off the fastenings on the inner side 
of the offending door. Every now and then he stopped in 
his task and looked with a piteous appeal for help towards 
the hareem. No help came from that quarter. 

Gabriel struck him with his riding cane, telling him to get 
on with his work quickly. The blow was not severe; but 
the poor spiritless creature whimpered under it and prayed 
for mercy. 

Behind Gabriel stood Michael. His expression was not 
pleasant. Anger mixed with a certain amount of nervous- 
ness made him frown, and his face twitched as though he 
himself were not far from an outbreak of wrath. Occa- 
sionally he spoke, entreating his brother to calm himself. 
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Inside that portion of the verandah that belonged to the 
hareem was a crowd of terrified women. Foremost stood 
the Sahiba Lilith. She was regarding Gabriel and the ser- 
vant with a fury that found vent in a torrent of abuse. Her 
voice seemed to grow more shrill and penetrating each 
minute that passed. 

Nurse Mary advanced towards Gabriel. 

*“* Captain Gabriel, this is not very good for you. It 
will bring back your fever,’ she said in a loud tone that 
could not fail to reach his ears, however furious he might 


e. 

** This door is to be unlocked and kept open. It is mon- 
strous that these women should dare to shut me out of the 
hareem. To be sure that I am obeyed, I am having the bolts 
removed,’’ he said in a sort of apology to her for his violence. 
He did not abate it in the least, however ; but turning to the 
unfortunate servant he cried : ‘* Get on with your work, you 
' pig of a slave!” 

Gabriel’s cane swung up again. Nurse Mary caught his 
hand and drew it from his fingers, to his own surprise. The 
workman stopped to gaze at the unfamiliar apparition in her 
white cap and apron. Michael, actuated by something of 
the same emotion, ceased speaking; while Lilith and her 
crowd of women were awed and struck dumb at the sudden 
apparition of this indisputable authority. 

** Get on with your work and do your master’s bidding,” 
cried Nurse Mary with the same commanding voice but with- 
out Gabriel’s violence. 

The white witch was giving the order, whispered an old 
woman in the crowd. It was not safe to remain in her sight 
lest she should turn an evil eye on them and lay a spell on 
the whole of the hareem, including the Beebee herself. 

The removal of the bolts was nearly accomplished. A 
silence reigned unbroken by a sound except for the ham- 
mering of the servant. The last socket fell and the door was 
permanently open from within. | 

** Now, Captain Gabriel, you are master here. Say what 
you wish. Your commands shall be obeyed,” said Nurse 
Mary in Hindustani, so that all might hear and understand 
that she was upholding his authority. 

“*T want my wife,” he said sullenly. 

‘“* At what hour shall she come to you?” 
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‘When I have dined.” 

Nurse Mary turned to Michael. 

“Sahib Michael, you hear the request of your brother. 
Will you please give the order for the Sahiba Nourma to be 
brought to her husband’s room half an hour after he has 
dined ? Or shall he come and fetch her? He will carry 
with him the means of breaking all bolts and bars. Resis- 
tance is useless. Those who resist will be punished.” 

Michael placed the palms of his hands together in acqui- 
escence as he replied: “ It shall be-as he wishes.” 

** You will see to it and tell the Sahiba Lilith that it is to 
be so ? ”’ 

** I will see to it.”’ 

** If she is not brought, the young Shahzada will go and 
seek her and carry her to his room, as is your custom.” 

Nurse Mary’s voice echoed down the hareem verandah. 
The women hidden behind doors and curtains marvelled and 
held their breath. This white witch was not content with 
ordering the young Sahib to do her will; she was now 
giving commands to the old Shahzada himself and he was 
obedient. Had he not placed his hands together even as 2 
slave that receives his orders from his master ? 

Under the influence of their astonishment, they forgot 
their fears and crept forth once more to see the terrible 
witch. Nurse Mary caught sight of them and added yet 
another command. 

“Tell the Sahiba Lilith to send those women to their 
rooms. We do not want them there.’”’ She turned to the 
slave who had removed the bolts and was standing aside 
waiting for his dismissal without which he dared not move. 
“You can go. Hold yourself in readiness this evening to 
come at once if the Huzoor calls; and bring hammer and 
chisel with you. There may be more doors to break open.” 

He salaamed to all and prostrated himself before Gabriel 
and herself in abject self-abasement. : 

‘Now, Captain Gabriel,” she said, dropping back into 
English and lowering her tones, “come to your room. 
If the order you have given is not obeyed, it will be time 
enough to use this cane.”” She handed it back to him. ‘ You 
may go and fetch your wife if you like ; but it is more fitting 
and suitable to your dignity that she should be brought to 
you,” . . 
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Gabriel’s excitement had abated. The sight of the Hos- 
pital nurse had had its effect. He was subdued and not a 
little exhausted. Though he boasted about his returning 
strength, there was a limit to it. She took his arm and led 
him to his room. Michael joined his wife and disappeared. 
Not a soul was to be seen as they left the scene; but the 
moment they were safely out of sight, the women swarmed 
back in numbers, peeping and peering from every available 
bit of cover. The whispering began, and as no one was pre- 
sent to enforce silence, it increased into a buzz. 

The door stood wide open and they had a full view of the 
white witch. Not only had she silenced the young Shahzada 
and quenched his anger; but she was leading him away 
by the arm as the rider leads his horse after he has ridden 
and mastered the creature. Even the old Shahzada and 
the Beebee had looked on in silence and had received her 
commands as if they were servants. 

Nurse Mary, adopting her professional attitude, took 
Gabriel straight into his sitting-room and settled him com- 
fortably in his chair, just as she had done when he was weak 
and ill. She poured out a dose of medicine and handed him 
the glass. He drank it without a word. It was the sedative 
which he had lately been taking, but which he had left off 
since the fever abated. 

**Tcan’t have this kind of thing going on, Captain Gabriel,”’ 
she said, as she stood by his chair and looked down upon him 
with a critical gaze. ‘* It will make you ill again. You can 
get all you want without so much excitement.” 

** So you say, Nurse; but canI?” 

** With your brother’s help surely it is possible.”’ 

‘* I am not certain if I can depend upon him,” he replied 
moodily. “‘ He promises, but he does not perform.” 

“*T am sure that he will perform in this case. Anyway, 
give him a chance ; give them all a chance of doing what you 
wish. If they fail, you can then proceed to extremities ; 
but I cannot see any necessity for the use of the cane. You 
terrified that man who was doing his best to remove the bolts 
till you almost paralyzed him with fear. Why did you ask 
me to remain in my room?” 

‘* I was afraid you would be—would be alarmed. I was 
not sure of myself. I felt as if I were going mad.” He 
glanced round as if looking for some one. ‘“‘ Mahmoud ! 
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Where’s Mahmoud ? Why isn’t he here ? Oh! Iremember ! 
Where’s the man sent by my brother in his place ? ” 

He passed his nand over his eyes as if he were dazed. A 
servant came out of the bedroom. Gabriel rose. : : 

“* I had better change,”’ he said wearily ; he was still in his 
riding kit. He eyed the substitute in no friendly fashion and — 
his glance made the man nervous. 

“Yes; and you will be better after you have had some- 
thing to eat. What are you bringing your master to-night 
for dinner ?”’ she asked the servant. 

The response came gratefully. Some one had spoken at 
last in a quiet, reassuring manner, and it gave him confidence. 
He named the dishes. 

‘““Are they what you like?” she asked Gabriel. He 
assured her that they were. ‘‘ Tell your man what kit you 
want. Iam sorry that you are deprived of Mahmoud, but 
it can’t be helped. I must go down to his room and dress 
the wound. Iwill come and see youa little later. You must 
promise to be good, and in return I will promise to help you 
to get all you want.” | 

He seized her hand, squeezed her fingers and pressed them 
to his lips. The action took her by surprise. He had never 
done anything of the kind before. It was another indication 
of how completely he had been thrown off his balance by all 
that had occurred. 

Just before his dinner was served she went back to his 
room to satisfy herself that matters were going smoothly. 
He was wrapped in a Jong velvet coat and looked happier 
and more like himself. He smiled as he caught her eye. 

‘* It is all right, Nurse! Michael has been in. He has pro- 
mised faithfully that my wife will come. She is better and 
makes no objection. She will be here by half-past nine.” 


CHAPTER XV 


N the afternoon of the very day Nurse Mary left the 
Hospital in attendance on Captain Gabriel, Colonel 
Maurice Edenhope arrived to take over charge from the 
retiring Commandant, Colonel Ufford. Jimmy Dumbarton had 
been directed to meet him at the Hospital and was informed of 
the time he might be expected. One of the motor-cars belong- 
ing to the establishment was sent to the station to await the 
new Commandant and carry him to the Hotel. After de- 
positing his servant and luggage there, Edenhope drove 
straight on to the Hospital, which was only a quarter of a 
mile from the Hotel, and temporarily occupying a large house 
with a couple of bungalows attached. It had formerly been 
an hotel. ——— 

Before Dumbarton could reach the verandah, the new 
Commandant was out of the car. Heran up the steps like a 
boy, and stared with pleased surprise at the man who came 
forward to greet him. 

‘Hallo! Dumbarton!’ he cried. ‘* This is good to find 
you here. What are you doing ? ”’ he asked, as he held out 
his hand. 7 

““T’m on the staff, sir. I was—er—very glad to hear 
that you were coming to be our chief; saw it in the Gazette. 
Nothing like old friends!” replied Jimmy, stumbling over 
the slight perversion of the truth which he felt bound to 
make, and unable for the life of him to throw any heartiness 
into his confused speech. 

Inwardly Jimmy was conscious of having warmly resented 
the advent of the man who had sent Nurse Mary flying. The 
Iast time he had seen Edenhope was on the occasion of his 
wedding, when he left Bombay with his bride. Jimmy’s 
rather jealous eyes had not been as blind as Rosemary’s on 
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that occasion. He had regarded the morose bridegroom with 
misgiving, and had not forgotten the gloomy eyes and hag- 
gard face, half hidden by a beard. It went against Jimmy’s 
sunny nature to allow him to carry off a woman who in 
his opinion was far too good for him. It was a case of throw- 
ing a pearl before—well, anyway, some one who was not half 
good enough for her. . 

It was not natural to Jimmy to be severe nor unkind ;_ but 
as he drove away from the station on the day of the marriage 
after the departure of the train, he was guilty of hard 
thoughts and severe comments that made him very un- 
happy. . 

The cheerful greeting took Dumbarton by surprise and 
he was still more astonished at the change in his appearance 
and bearing. Edenhope was once more clean-shaven. 
This alone took off five years of his age. With the friendly 
greeting came a smile, such a smile as Dumbarton had never 
seen on the face of Rosemary’s husband. The gloom and 
moroseness had disappeared ; so also had the preoccupied 
bearing which had given the impression that Edenhope was 
overwhelmed with some secret trouble. He had seemed 
like a man in a bad dream. 

The new Commandant was smartly tailored, although 
he only wore khaki. His figure had filled out and he 
carried himself differently. The limp, inert droop of the 
head was also gone ; it was raised and flung back with all the 
confidence of good health in body and mind. 

“I’m awfully glad to find you here, Dumbarton. You’re 
like some one from another world,”’ said Edenhope, his gaze 
lingering on the good-humoured features of the other. 

‘¢ Been home on leave, I understand. Had a good time, 
sir?’ replied Jimmy, still not quite at his ease over the 
troubled flood of memory. , 

‘“‘ Rather !—that is to say as soon as I was on the mend.” 

“‘Sick Ieave?” ~ | 

‘* Yes | and not before I needed it! Saw a specialist and 
gave myself up entirely to the business of getting well. The 
Doctor sent me to Scotland; told me to take a small tent 
and live out of doors; walk at least twelve miles a day and 
vegetate. At first I was bored stiff by the loneliness of it ; 
but I soon got used to it. Is the Hospital full ? ” 

‘Not nearly so full as it was. The open-air treatment 
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did you a power of good, sir. You look another man,” 
replied Jimmy, who was still studying him with an amaze- 
ment he found difficult to hide. 

‘*T am a new man in every sense of the word. The las 
two years have been likea baddream. Have youa good staff 
here ? ” 

‘““'Very good indeed; and we're not in any way short- 
handed.” 

‘* Miss Frome is one of the nurses, isn’t she ? ”’ | 

**She’s a V.A.D., and known as Nurse Ida. She’s a 
splendid nurse, one of our best. Will you come round the 
wards, sir? ” 

‘**Not now; Colonel Ufford is probably waiting for me. 
He writes that he will be glad to leave as soon as possible, 
so as to make the most of his joining time. I must take over 
charge at once. Where is he?” 

Jimmy led theway to the Commandant’s office and private 
sitting-room. The two Colonels sat down at once to business 
with the books before them. At this hour Dumbarton was 
accustomed in the ordinary course of the day to take exercise, 
a ride or walk or drive ; but to-day he thought it his duty to 
remain within call in case he might be wanted. He strolled 
back to the verandah, which was furnished with comfortable 
cane lounges as well as the usual ferns and palms that go to 
make the verandahs of India such delightful places of rest. 


He had his quarters in one of the bungalows in the Hospital 


compound, while the other officers on the staff lived at the 
Hotel, an arrangement that met with their warm approval, 
as it meant good food and good company. 

Nurse Ida in her long cloak and bonnet passed along the 
garden path, as if starting out for a walk. Jimmy snatched 
up his hat and hurried after her. By way of excusing himself 
_ for doing something that was out of the common—the nurses 

were not supposed to go out with any of the staff without the 
permission of the head matron—he gave her the news of the 
afternoon. 3 

** Tjust followed you totell you that the new Comman- 
ave has arrived. I thought you would be interested to 

ow.” | | 

* Yes; I saw him, although he didn’t see me. Fine, well- 
set-up figure of a man; and I think from the expression of 
his face that he is as kind as he is good-looking.” 
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“I’m not jealous,” remarked Jimmy, with an assumption 
of meekness he was far from feeling. 

‘* You have no reason whatever to feel jealous of anyone 
in this wide world,” she retorted, as they strolled on together. 
** Your heart is defunct. You told me yourself that it died 
long ago under the blighting influence of a hopeless love.”’ . 

‘* And yours, Ida! Your heart was broken at the same 
time,” added Jimmy with appropriate melancholy. 

“* Life is very empty for us both,” said Nurse Ida, her eyes 
twinkling although her lips wore no smile. 

** T can’t think how we manage to survive, most beautiful 
of women! Why don’t we both die of a broken heart? I 
am sure we are faithful enough to merit that fate ! ”’ 

_ “ We're too busy just at present. After the war we shall 
have more leisure to let sorrow prey upon us.”’ Then her 

thoughts flying to another subject she began in quite a 

different tone. ‘‘ Do tell me, Dr. Dumbarton——”’ 

** Jimmy ! not Dr. Dumbarton!” he interrupted. ‘ Do 
call me Jimmy. Everybody-.does ! ” 

** Indeed ! and what would matron say, I should like to 
know, if she heard me! ”’ 

' “© TJ mean only when we meet like this off duty and outside 

the Hospital. It’s so jolly to hear my Christian name; it 

makes me think of home. I give you leave to add any ad- 

jective you like to it. They always did at home. ‘ Old 

Jimmy’; ‘young Jimmy ’ ; you and I being fellow sufferers 

in life’s troubles entitles me to special treatment on your 
art.” 

“I don’t see that at all; and matron wouldn’t see it 
either, ’m sure.” Her eyes sparkled with fun and mischief 
as she looked at him. | 

‘“‘ Mrs. Smith is not present to hear my request, ”’ he said. 
~ Just as well for you that she isn’t ! ” she retorted. 

‘“* You will call me Jimmy, won’t you?” 

‘“‘ Perhaps—sometimes—on suitable occasions, since you 
seem to have adopted the Ida without the ‘ Nurse.’ ”’ 

*‘ And the adjective, most angelic Ida ? ” | 

She gazed at him with a critical eye. Her smile gave him 
encouragement, but her words crushed it to death. 

‘* T think ‘ silly ’ will be most appropriate. Silly Jimmy ! 
It sounds rather well and easy to remember. It’s not unlike 
Silly Billy. My first love was called Silly Billy. He was a 
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fat-head of nine. I was six. I went to the seaside with my 
mother and Silly Billy was sent to school. Ever since then I 
have had a weakness for the name.” 

She glanced at his face and then burst into a merry laugh. 
He made a little gesture of despair. 

“* If there could be a last straw to add to my sorrow and 
bring me to an early grave, loveliest Ida, it is your choice of 
a most inappropriate term for me. You know quite well 
that if I had a heart—if my love had not been scorched to a 
cinder through having been bestowed upon one who belonged 
already to another, I should long ago have given it to 

ou.”’ 

** And I, oh ! Silly Billy Jimmy ! if I had not been broken- 
hearted, I might have returned your love. As it is we are 
apart, and all we can do is to promise faithfully that we will 
go to each other’s funeral,’’ replied Nurse Ida tragically. 

Jimmy looked at her as though he were trying to read 
through her chaff. He was scarcely aware of how much his 
eyes betrayed. 

He and she were walking along slowly under the beautiful 
avenue of flamboyant trees that bordered the road. 

** Pll bet you twenty to one in rupees that you’ll survive 
your trouble and marry some day,” he said in a more cheer- 
ful tone. Betting always restored his spirits, even under 
the most depressing circumstances. 

** Done with you, Jimmy ! ” she cried, emerging from her 
melancholy mood with a bound that startled him. 

He pulled out his note-book and prepared to record it. 

** Qh! best of women! you are the very first girl who has 
done me the honour to take one of my bets. I love—I mean 
to say that if the power to love were not dead within me, I 
should love you for this.” 

He booked the bet and restored the precious record to his 
pocket. Nurse Ida wrinkled her brow in deep thought ; she 
knew very little of the art of laying a wager. 

** Let me see; if I marry, you pay me twenty rupees,”’ she 
said, not at all clear in her ignorance as to how the matter 
stood. ‘“* And if I don’t marry you pay me one.” 

**No; you have to pay me one rupee. Good bizz not 
to have to bet with James this time.” 

He asked her where she was going. 

** To the Hotel to see my aunt, Mrs. Frome. She arrived 
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to-day. I think she must have come by the same train as the 
new Commandant.” 

“Is Colonel Frome here ? ”’ 

** He is expected in a few days on a month’s leave.” 

Jimmy grew suddenly serious, and the light in his eye that 
denoted his keen enjoyment of their frivolous chaff faded. 
She read the change and wondered. 

“You don’t like my aunt.” 

“Yes, Ido; that is to say—I know very little of her. I 
saw her at Bombay when I made your acquaintance. She’s 
very pleasant whenever we meet, but I don’t think she has 
much use for me; and I am a little bit afraid of her. I'd 
never dare to offer to make a bet with her.”’ 

**T believe you divide all your friends and acquaintances 
into those to whom you would dare to offer a bet and those 

to whom you would not !” 

He laughed ; but did not contradict her assertion. They 
had reached the gateway of the Hotel grounds. Very 
unwillingly he stopped. 

“I must go back. The new Commandant may want me ~ 
to take him over the wards and tell him about the cases. 
He’s just out from home and full of beans. He'll keep 
our noses to the grindstone, you may be sure.”’ 

Nurse Ida puckered up her brow in deep thought. 

‘* It will be a pleasure to work for a man like that.”” She 
looked at Jimmy with the innocent eyes of a child as she 
added: ‘‘I don’t think I have ever seen a handsomer man 
_ than—er—the new Commandant.” 

Jimmy made an impatient gesture and turned away to 
retrace his steps. Ida’s small, roguish face took on an ex- 
pression of mischief as she called after him : 

‘*Dr. Dumbarton! Do tell me something before you go.”’ 

He swung round and approached her. His manner was 
distant, an assumption that sat ill upon him. 

‘* What is it, Nurse Ida ? Anything that I can do, I I shall 
be delighted ! ‘ 

‘‘ Do tell me if Colonel Edenhope is married. Haven’t I 
heard something to that effect ? ” 

** Really ! Ican’t say—I know next to nothing of the 
man. I’ve been in India. He’s been home on leave; in 
Scotland I think he said. He didn’t mention his wife,” 
replied Jimmy quickly; he was a poor hand at fencing 
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questions that could not very well be answered without 
betraying confidences. 

“Ah! well!” she sighed. “It doesn’t much matter. 
By the by, have you ever heard it stated that the human 
heart is like a crab’s claw and will grow again if circumstances 
are favourable ? I have an intuition that mine, under 
the benign influence of our new Commandant, might 
te and grow again. Wouldn’t you like to bet upon 
it 99 

But Jimmy was in no humour to bet this time. For once 
in his life his sunny nature felt a cold blast that chilled his 
spirit. She noted the change, but was not moved to pity 
nor repentance. It would never do to allow him too much 
liberty of speech. He must be kept in his place as long 
as they worked together professionally ; even though he was 
rather a dear boy in his way. 

Jimmy’s eyes rested on her with a shade of anxiety. He 
could not betray the fact of Edenhope’s marriage until Nurse 
Mary gave him leave. He was not under any promise of 
secrecy ; but he considered that it would be a breach of 
confidence to admit the smallest detail. 

‘* Hearts don’t grow again,”’ he said:rather lamely. 

““Oh ! don’t they! We'll see about that! Perhaps even 
yours, dilapidated as it is, may be encouraged to sprout. 
Who knows? Meanwhile, good-bye for the present, Silly 
Billy, I mean Jimmy. What a delightful name you have 
suggested for yourself ! ”’ 

“Oh! come now! I say! that’s too bad! I didn’t 
suggest it !’’ protested Jimmy with just a touch of indigna- 
tion in his voice. Then seeing the smile she could not hide 
he took heart. ‘Oh! best of Idas! Don’t be cruel!” 
he said pathetically. 

** Nurses are always cruel. They have to give pain whe- 
ther they like it or not ; and it is good for the patient in the 
end. To go back to the interesting subject of our broken 
hearts. I have an inward conviction that mine will grow 
again if it is given a fair chance.” Then she added in a 
detached manner, as though she could not get the matter out 
of her head: “‘ Colonel Edenhope is quite the best-looking 
man I have seen for many a long day. Somehow he reminds 
me of—ah ! well! It doesn’t do to think of the past. It 
only breeds sadness.” 


154 DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


She turned away with a deep sigh of self-pity. “Dumbarton 
gazed after her in perplexity, torn between his loyalty to 
Rosemary Edenhope and his desire to save Ida Frome from 
_ the consequences of her own folly. 


CHAPTER XVI 


R, DUMBARTON hurried back to the Hospital, his 
mind perturbed by his conversation with Nurse Ida. 

It had been frivolous and inconsequent from beginning to 
end; but underlying the chaff there existed a vein of serious- 
ness that troubled him. He had known of men who simply 
from omitting to mention the fact that they had wives in 
England had been taken for bachelors. Girls had “‘ let them- 
selves go,” as they termed it, and before any steps could be 
taken to show them the true position, their love and devotion 
was given in all innocence, and much misery was the result, 
The question that Ida had asked was one that would be in 
every woman’s mind who took any interest in the new Com- 
mandant. Jimmy could not help admitting to himself that 
‘Edenhope was not the kind of man to be overlooked by the 
other sex.. Safety alone was to be found in letting the fact 
be known that he had a wife. : . 

Dumbarton was glad to find that he had not been missed. 
The two men were still in the office, talking business. He 
threw himself into his favourite lounge, and while he waited 
his thoughts ran riot. Nurse Ida had unintentionally 
brought him face to face with a difficulty that had not sug- 
gested itself until she asked the question which he did not 
feel able to answer. What was he to do if Edenhope chose 
to say nothing, and allow people to believe that he was an 
unmarried man? It seemed to Jimmy that it was extremely 
likely that this might be the case since the husband and wife 
were estranged. He, himself, would be in a very unpleasant 
position. He had begun to experience something of it when 
he fenced Nurse Ida’s direct inquiry. Unless he was much 
mistaken, it was only the first of a long string of. similar 
inquiries ; some of which would be direct ; others might be 
155 
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She turned away with a deep sigh of self-pity. “Dumbarton 
gazed after her in perplexity, torn between his loyalty to 
Rosemary Edenhope and his desire to save Ida Frome from 
the consequences of her own folly. 
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indirect, but none the less pertinent and perhaps even more 
difficult to answer than the point-blank question. . 
Edenhope was undoubtedly a good-looking man. In 

addition to his personal charm there was something in his 
eyes that betrayed experience of trouble and sorrow of some 
sort. It might be the effect of all the horrors he had been 
through on the field of battle and in hospital. On the other 
hand, it might be occasioned by some private personal 
suffering in the past due entirely to causes that had nothing 
to do with the war or with his work. Men looked like that 
when they had been badly jilted or deprived by death of 
women who had grown to be half their lives and without 
whom life was empty and joyless. It was the natural © 
instinct of every sympathetic, kind-hearted woman to wish 
to heal and minister in such cases. Girls like Ida, thought the 
disturbed Jimmy, could no more help giving pity to a man 
who was seen to be suffering than they could withhold water - 
from a thirsting, suffering beast. .Even the sight of a plant 
dying from drought will send the observant woman for the 
water-pot. 

_ Mrs. Frome knew of Edenhope’s marriage; but it was 
evident that she had said nothing of it to her niece. Dum- 
barton had long ago taken the measure of Claudia. Ida 
was quite right when she accused Jimmy point-blank of not 
liking her aunt. Ke had replied in the familiar slang of the - 
day that Mrs. Frome “had no use for him.” It was the 
other way about. Jimmy had no use for a woman who 
deliberately set herself to attract and who aimed at being 
foremost with all her friends, callous of the neglect she caused 
them to show to others with a greater claim on their atten- 
tion. She sailed too near the wind for him. She played at 
being what she was not. Her methods hurt almost as much 
as if she overstepped the borders of respectability. 

_ Walking circumspectly as she did, she risked no suffering 
to herself. The heart-aches that might come to others did 
not. trouble her in the least. She smiled her way through 
life with a confidence in her own righteousness that: made 
Jimmy tingle with irritation as he contemplated it. He 
asked himself again why she had returned to Bangalore just 
as Edenhope was ordered there. Why had she not gone to 
the hills? He knew enough of Colonel Frome to be aware 
that he would leave the choice of his holiday ground to his 
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wife. If she was happy, he was happy; if she was uneasy 
and discontented, then he was the same until matters were 
remedied. | 

From Mrs. Frome Jimmy’s thoughts swung back to her niece. 
He had no reason to believe that Ida was easily attracted. 
She had had an experience in the past that should have given 
. her balance ; but when it came to daily association in mutual 
work with a man like Edenhnpe, who could say how it would 
end? Ida was not blind by any means. She had already 
expressed her admiration in an open natural way, and it had 
been followed by the query which was giving Jimmy so much 
food for thought while he waited. ‘‘ Was the new Comman- 
dant. married ? ”’ 

From Ida his thoughts went to Nurse Mary. What would 
she think of her husband if they met ? She could not fail 
te see a great change. Scotland and medical treatment 
_ had worked wonders, and he was in better health than when 
~ he came on board the ship at Bombay to meet her. There | 
must have been something very wrong with him when he 
married. 

Jimmy had often puzzled his brain over the cause that led 
to their estrangement—for estranged they most certainly 
were, whatever either of them might say to the contrary. 
Her persistent silence on the subject was sufficient confirma- 
tion in Jimmy’s opinion. What had led to their estrange- 
ment ? Was it a misunderstanding ? or did offence come from 
one or the other which had been too serious in its nature to 
be forgotten or forgiven. From what he had seen of her as 
the happy fiancée on board ship and the self-devoted nurse 
after the marriage, he had long since come to the conclusion 
that the fault lay with him. If so, why had she not pardoned 
his offence ? She was not of a vindictive nature. Where she 
_ loved she would forgive. He could not believe that Eden- 

hope had sacrificed her love and devotion by any unpardon- 
able’ act of sin against his wife. He was not that sort of 
man. His reputation was unblemished and there was never 


a breath of scandal against him. No one thought the worse 


of him for his friendship with Mrs. Frome. That was a thing 
of the past, before his wife came out to him. He had seen 
next to nothing of her since then. Whatever Mrs. Frome 
intended, Edenhope had no thought of picking up the old 
threads and resuming the friendship of his bachelor days. 
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Jimmy need not have been anxious on Nurse Mary’s account, 
if he had only known. 

His devotion to ‘Nurse Mary was of the best and pur- 
est character. It did him honour. No shadow of jealousy 
on his own behalf crossed his mind. He loved her as he 
might have loved a sister, although he chose to be whimsical 
over his supposed hopeless passion. At the same time it 
might be said that if Rosemary had not been engaged when 
they travelled out together, it is highly probable that Jimmy 
would have loved her with a love that nothing but marriage 
would have satisfied ; and a very good husband he would 
have made. 

As he sat there turning things over in his mind, the ques- 
tion arose whether it was possible for him to be the means of 
restoring to Nurse Mary the happiness that she had missed. 
Could he bring it jback into her life again and be the means 
of a reconciliation ? It was a fascinating thought, but it 
bristled with difficulties, his own ignorance being cne of the 
greatest obstacles in his path. 

Foremost was the consideration as to whether Edenhope 
himself was prepared to receive back his wife. This was 
where Jimmy feared the sinister influence of Mrs. Frome. 
She would not lift a finger to help on a reconciliation. To 
assist would bring about the loss of her friend. She had seen 
enough of Maurice’s wife to know that they had nothing in 
common. Nurse Mary would hold a woman with Mrs. 
Frome’s frivolous aims in contempt. 

Then there was Nurse Mary’s own state of mind to think 
of. Her love for her husband, which burned so brightly up 
to the time of the marriage, might have becn killed beyond 
all recovery. It would be of no use trying to bring 
together two people who were out of love with each 
other. 

He determined to put that view aside as impossible. If 
once he took it up, it would paralyse every effort. No; he 
must work with the belief that they were both still attached, 
but that through some unknown reason their love was over- 
shadowed by a huge misunderstanding. © 7 

Then came the crux of the whole matter. It lay in the 
question he was beginning to ask himself. What could he, 
Jimmy, do to bring husband and wife together? He had 
had a hand in their marriage; somehow he felt as though 
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it was his duty to “ finish the job ’ and make a good business 
of it. 

The trouble had occurred, he felt sure, in between Eden- 
hope’s departure for Egypt and his return when their marri- 
age took place. He had noticed the change in his appearance 
and in his manner; but he had not anticipated all that it 
meant for the bride. He put it down to debility and felt | 
convinced that rest from work was all he needed to bring 
about his recovery. What could have happened in Pales- 
tine ? There were no women there to deflect a man’s affec- 
tions and put him out of conceit with his bride. Was it 
possible that the war could have affected him ? War might 
kill everything human in a man’s soul, but it could not 
extinguish the natural love for his mate any more than it 
could banish his natural desire for food and clothing. 

Jimmy had had much experience with men straight from 
the field since Edenhope’s marriage. Shell-shock, war- 
shock, nerve strain of all kinds had come under his treat- 
ment in the Hospital. He could not help thinking that 
something of the sort had happened in Edenhope’s case and 
he had been thrown off his mental balance. He had that 
appearance when he left Bombay for the hills. It might be 
difficult to discover; but he intended to have a good try. 

As for Nurse Mary she would prove an easier subject, 
he thought in the innocence of his heart. He would soon find 
out if she had any love left for her husband. If such should 
be the case, he would put his back into the matter and get it 
done. 

At the same time he made up his mind that if love was dead 
he would let the whole thing severely alone. He had no 
intention of patching up a one-sided affair. There should be 
no compassion nor pity with either of them. The couple he 
intended to befriend must come together as lovers or not at 
all. 

‘** Dumbarton ! Dumbarton! ”’ called the voice of the re- 
tiring Commandant. “ Are you there?” Then as Jimmy 
went forward to meet him, he introduced him to Eden- 
hope as “‘ one of the best.” 

Edenhope bowed as though he were meeting Dumbarton 
for the first time; and Jimmy, taking the hint, fell in with 
it.. He drew his own conclusions, however. This meant 
that the fact of the marriage was not to be revealed as far as 
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Edenhope was concerned. It was to be kept secret. For if 
he had owned to a previous acquaintance with Dumbarton, 
the question might easily have been asked as to where they 
had met and on what occasion. The answer involved an 
explanation that would declare the Commandant to be a 
married man. 

Ufford excused himself on the plea of being very busy and 
hurried away leaving Edenhope in possession. 

** ‘You'll have some tea, sir ; it’s just coming,” said Jimmy. 
“* Here’s a comfortable chair,’ and he pushed forward one 
of the lounges. 

They sat down and talked Hospital affairs for the next 
twenty minutes. At the end of that time Nurse Ida ap- 
peared. She caught sight of the tea and was drawn to it. 

‘You are Colonel Edenhope,”’ she said without waiting 
for an introduction from the house surgeon. ‘“‘ I’ve just 
been hearing of you from my aunt, Mrs. Frome. You tra- 
velled down by the same train, she tells me.” __- 

‘** And I have heard of you,” he replied pleasantly, as he 

handed her the cup of tea Jimmy had poured out. 
'  * ¥ don’t think we have ever met,’’ she observed. ‘ Have 
we?” | 

‘J think not, Miss Frome.” 

‘* 1’m not Miss Frome here ; I’m Nurse Ida: and with the 
rest of the nurses I stand in awe of the Commandant,” she 
said with a side glance to see if she was upon thin ice. Her 
manner disarmed all offence, however ; and it was not for- 
gotten that she was her aunt’s niece. 

‘“'Was Colonel Ufford so very formidable, then?” he 
asked, as he busied himself with the bread and butter and 
cakes, giving Jimmy no chance of doing anything but dis- 
pensing the honours of the tea tray itself. : 

“Oh no! but, all the same, he was not to be trifled with.” 

‘“Nor am I, Nurse Ida,” responded Edenhope. ‘“ Do 
have some of this sugary stuff. Dve tried it and it’s first- 
rate.” 

‘* Have you taken over charge ? ”’ she asked. 

“Yes; and Ufford is gone.”’ 

“Quite gone?” she asked, glancing mischievously at 
Jimmy, who was looking unusually solemn. 

“Yes; why? Did you want to see him? You will find 
him at the Hotel. He doesn’t leave till after dinner.” 
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She handed her cup back to Jimmy to be refilled; then 
she turned to Edenhope and leaned confidentially towards 
him. 

‘“No; I don’t want to see him ; but as he has really left 
us I don’t mind telling you—quite between ourselves—that 
he was rather an old dear.” 

‘* T do hope that will be your verdict when I go,’’ responded 
the new Commandant, who did not forget that he was 
talking with the niece of his old friend. 

Jimmy let the sugar tongs fall with a clatter. He looked 
at his watch while he murmured an apology for being so 
noisy. 

‘* It’s just upon five o’clock, sir. I ought to be going on 
my rounds in the wards. I suppose you wouldn’t like to 
come with me? ”’ 

‘** Yes, I should ; if Miss Frome wil] excuse me.”’ 

‘* J must be going too,”’ said Nurse Ida, swallowing her tea 
hastily. ‘* I’m on duty at five, and if the new Commandant 
finds me absent on his very first rounds I don’t know what 
will happen ! ” 

Her eyes, brimful of fun, met Edenhope’s with a chal- 
lenge. 

‘“*1’m afraid you won’t call him an old dear when he gives 
you the wigging you deserve ! ” he replied with a laugh. 

Jimmy saw nothing to laugh at and could not understand 
why Nurse Ida echoed the Commandant’s laugh. 


CHAPTER XVII 


** ¥ ORDERED your servant to put you at my table,” said 

Mrs. Frome, as she met Edenhope in the vestibule of 
the Hotel. He did not respond except by nodding his head. 
** I thought, as we were old friends, it would be pleasant,” she 
added. 

** Of course ; very good of you to have arranged it. Iam 
delighted,”’ he replied, as they moved in the direction of the 
large dining-room. He took the chair behind which his 
servant stood. | 

They talked about trivial matters connected with Bombay 
and Bangalore. The dinner was excellent. It was provided 
without the restrictions of food-cards and other limitations 
that pressed heavily at that time on housekeepers in the old 
country. Mrs. Frome had been at Simla. She had many 
questions to ask about London and the doings of society. 

“Tam sorry I can’t tell youanything. Fact is, you know 
more about it than I do simply from reading the home 
papers,” he replied. 

**'You were not in town?” 

‘** Only just to pass through it on my arrival in England 
and on my way back.’ Then, as she raised her eyebrows 
and kept her large eyes fixed upon him in inquiry, he gave a 
short account of his doings—his visit to the specialist and 
the treatment prescribed—just as he had given it to Jimmy. 

‘* What was the matter with you ?”’ she asked. 

‘* Completely run down and consequently off my balance, 
nerves and all. The open-air treatment acted like magic. 
I had often prescribed it on principle to men going home on 
sick leave from the tropics ; but I never realized till I tried 
it myself what a wonderful power for good it was.” 
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“I thought you seemed out of sorts when I saw you in 
Bombay after your honeymoon. The change to the hills 
didn’t set you up as it ought to have done.” 

Again the eyes were full of questioning and the particular 
inquiry that they made was why the change did no good. 
Edenhope ignored the question. He turned away and looked 
round the room. 

‘* Anyone here I know, I wonder ? ”’ he asked indifferently. 

“JT think not. This is your first visit down south.”’ 

He let the statement stand. He knew as well as she did 
that it was not his first, for he had been at Coonoor for nearly 
a month. She was not in the habit of pursuing a topic 
when it had grown distasteful. Nothing was to be got out 
of a man when he was not in the humour to confide. She 
rose from her chair. 

** Shall we go into the verandah and have coffee there ?”’. 
she said, leading the way. 

“T mustn't stay ; I promised to return to the Hospital 
after dinner,” he said ; but he followed all the same. 

** Just one cigarette while you drink your coffee,” she 
said. 

He felt the old lure and consented by sinking into a chair 
which she had indicated with a wave of her hand. It was at 
the end of the verandah where they were shut in from the 
evening breeze and protected in more ways than one by the 
palms and pot-plants that embowered the place. The 
light was subdued and the seclusion conducive to a pleasant, 
confidential chat. After a little desultory talk she said : 

‘* Did you go and see your people ? ” 

She spoke carelessly, her attention apparently being given 
more to the adjusting of her ornamentally shod feet on a stool 
than to the subject of the conversation. 

‘** My married sister is the only one left in England now. 
The brothers are both in the field. Poor Lucy was distracted 
with her family, who were in the throes of flu. I stayed a 
week-end on my way back and saw next to nothing of her.”’ 

‘“‘ And your wife’s people? Perhaps you had better luck 
with them.” 

Her eyes were fixed upon him now with a veiled curiosity © 
that intended to be satisfied. ee 

‘*T had no time to look any of them up,” he said after a 
slight pause. 
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*“* Her parents are dead, I think you told me in Bombay 
when you were expecting her arrival.” 

“Yes.” The cigarette was burning fast under the vigor- 
ous drawings of the breath. 

** And the aunt with whom she lived ? ” 

** She is gone too,” he replied shortly. ‘‘ Well, I must be 
off.” He rose from his seat and she caught the faint sound . 
of a sigh. 

“You will be back late ? ” 

** Probakly.”’ 

“Then you won’t find me here. I’m an early’bird. I 
shall be riding to-morrow morning. Will you join me? ”’ 

“Sorry I can’t. I’ve no horse at present.” 

She also had risen to her feet. She stood before him in 
such a way as slightly to bar his passage out of the nook 
into which she had piloted him. 

“TI say good-night,” she said, holding out her hand. 
* By the way, is you1 wife joining you here ? ” she asked, 
her long soft fingers closing over his a second time instead of 
relaxing their grip. 

“I don’t know. Perhaps. Nothing is decided. Probably 

not.” 

He spoke jerkily and a frown gathered. He was unpre- 
pared for the question and his answer was contradictory. 
She Iaughed a low, indulgent laugh. 

“Poor old boy ! You remember, don’t you, what I said 
at the time? You never wanted a wife.’ She dropped his 
hand with a parting squeeze and turned to leave the verandah, 
releasing him from imprisonment. He followed. Then 
softly over her shoulder she continued in the sympathetic 
tone that never failed to touch the man she chose to befriend : 
‘“* Poor dear! It was an error of judgment. However, you 
have made the best of it, and have taken it all nobly. No 
wonder that you were out of health. Do you know, I have 
always thought that it was a great misfortune for you both 
that you could not be married when she first arrived. That 
year she spent in India by herself in the independence of 
spinsterhood taught her the lesson we wives can never learn 
without disaster. It taught her to live alone.” 

She purred like a pussy cat by his side and the words she 
spoke gave him the sensation of the friendly beast rubbing 
itself gently against him. He was strangely stirred, but no 
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words came to express his feelings. Uncertain of himself and 
in no way given to introspection and self-analysis he had 
nothing to say. He had never faced the question of his 
marriage squarely ; he had shirked it, even though he knew 
that he wasto blame. Yet he had only done his duty. 

With another good-night he departed and walked to the 
Hospital, his servant carrying a lantern in front. He had 
plenty of food for thought as he considered Claudia’s words 
and their meaning. 

They were virtually an excuse for the condition of affairs 
existing between himself and his wife. He had sought no 
excuse for either himself or Rosemary, and vaguely resented 
its formulation. It seemed to imply blame somewhere. 
Whom or what did Claudia blame? Was it husband or 
wife or simply the force of unavoidable circumstances induced 
by the war over which he had no control ? 

He had done his best to remedy his desertion of his fiancée. 
The case was quite clear as he went through it in his solitary 
walk to the Hotel in the soft Indian night. 

He had promised a woman a position as his wife with the 
protection of his name and a share of his income, a promise 
which had brought her out to India alone and without a 
chaperone. The promise had been faithfully fulfilled to the 
best of his ability and at the very earliest date pos- 
sible. 

What followed only concerned himself and his wife and 
it had never been divulged by either. Claudia and Jimmy 
had each in a way drawn conclusions which they had no 
means of verifying. There was an estrangement ; but whether 
it began with the marriage or. after they parted, neither 
knew for certain. Claudia, to satisfy her curiosity, intended 
to find out what had happened. Jimmy, with other inten- 
tions, had also determined to discover something of the atti- 
tude of the couple towards each other, so that he might if 
possible heal the breach. 

Edenhope was conscious of a feeling of irritation against 
his old friend Claudia. She had no right to touch upon the 
subject. It was one that he could not discuss, even with his 
best friend. 

_ _He recalled the fact that when his harassed sister, in her 
endeavour to show an interest in his affairs, had put a few 
careless questions about his wife, he had closed the conver- 
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sation abruptly. He had told her that Rosemary was 
remaining in India; and that she could not join him in 
England, however much she wished. Passages were not 
granted to wives who could stay on the hills without detri- 
ment to their health. Rosemary was in a bungalow which 
he had bought and was quite happy. 

Then he explained to Lucy that his wife was in no worse 
case than other wives who were waiting in India while their 
husbands were serving in Egypt, Palestine and Mesopo- 
tamia. 

She only half listened ; her thoughts were with the feverish 
child she had left in the night-nursery under the care of the 
nursemaid. She was content with the explanation since 
he seemed satisfied; and she troubled her head no more 
about it. Edenhope himself had thrust the matter aside and 
allowed himself to be absorbed in the preparations for his 
return to duty after the expiration of his leave. It had not 
been difficult to banish all thought of his wife at that time. 
His emotions were only then beginning to awaken after a 
long period of numbness. 

When he first arrived in Scotland in his search for health, 
his senses were strangely deadened. The scenery, the pure 
mountain air, the beauty of nature gave him no pleasure. 
Sight had gone from his mental cyes, just as his appctite 
had left him. He walked over the hills like a man who was 
half blind, seeing nothing but the path he trod. He ate his 
meals as if all food tasted alike. Books and magazines had 
no attraction for him ; nor had any of the amusements out of. 
doors that appeal so strongly to the Englishman—golfing, 
shooting and fishing. He was only half alive. 

Then came the restoration of his body, which was quickly 
‘followed by the restoration of his nerves. As appetite re- 
turned for meat and -drink, so came the longing for food for 
his mind. He began to mark down the game he was not 
prepared to shoot and to watch for the leap of salmon and 
trout. 

Then the veil lifted still further. The sight of mountain 
and cloud, the scent of the heather, the sound of the tumbling 
river, the warmth of the sun, the freshness of the air were 
apparent. They forced themselves upon him and became 
the very breath of his life. He rejoiced in them every 
moment of his waking day. He went to his couch with a 
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new eagerness to be up at daybreak to resume his acquaint- 
ance with the friendly children of nature. They had been 
too long forgotten and neglected. He was out on the hillside 
above his solitary tent, as the sun looked over the shoulder of 
the mountain, to greet the birds, the flowers, the mists, the 
sparkle of running water, the blue of the distant hills and 
to drink deep draughts of the life-renewing air. 

He left Scotland a new man, conscious of a greater strength, 
a wider vision, a keener perception and a larger capacity for 
enjoyment than he had ever possessed before. The world 
was a different place from what it had been, whether he found 
himself in India or in England, in town or in country. 

London on his arrival in England had filled him with a 
desire to hide, to escape into solitude. On his return it 
offered him a welcome feast of amusement. He did not 
know which way to turn to grasp the good things it provided. 
He had only allowed himself ten days to do all his outfitting ~ 
and sight-seeing before he sailed. 

He went to see the specialist and was told that he was as 
sound as a bell and need have no fear of a return of the de- 
pression. Mind and body were in splendid order and he was 
fit for any work the authorities chose to give him. 

Then came the. voyage out, where he found congenial 
companions: men to talk to; women to play games with ; 
people to amuse him and show him a hundred little kind- 
nesses during the long journey round by the Cape. 

All this time the memory of his wife had remained qui- 
escent. He had been able to put it aside and it had not 
troubled him. Once during the trip a little incident occurred 
that stirred. something within him that made him uneasy for 
a time. 

A young couple stood a short distance from the spot where 
he was sitting. They leaned on the broad railing of the bul- 
wark and watched the phosphorescence of the Indian Ocean 
as the waters were churned by the thrusting forward of the 
great ship. They spoke in confidential broken sentences 
which each comprehended. She pressed a little nearer to 
him and slipped an arm through his, Her head leaned 
sideways towards him till it rested against his dinner 
jacket. By a swift movement his lips touched her soft 
hair. The only response she gave was to press his arm. It 
was enough. They talked no more; but neither was 
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aware that conversation had ceased. It still continued, 
but not with the assistance of the tongue. 

Edenhope rose abruptly from his seat and crossed over to 
the other side of the deck, where he began to pace to and fro. 
Something had been suddenly awakened within him—a need, 
a want; he was conscious of a vague mental ache that drove 
him to restless movement. A fellow-passenger called to him 
to come and play a game of bridge. He responded with 
alacrity, and the tiny crying spirit within his breast was 
silenced. It came again, but he smothered it with activities, 
promoting games and amusements that astonished no one 
more than himself. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


DENHOPE’S arrival at Bombay had given another 
unexpected jog to memory. His marriage and the 
incidents connected with it presented themselves to his. 
mental vision with a vividness that startled him. It was in 
vain that he tried to put them aside. The details stood out 
with terrible distinctness. 

He remembered Rosemary’s arrival ; her grief at his de- 
parture ; her warm grecting on his return. Without any 
effort on his part, the memory of that nightmare of a cere- 
mony at the Bombay Cathedral came back, when under a 
delusion that was born of debility, he fulfilled the letter of 
his promise and made her his wife. 

Then there was that awful time on the hills at the bungalow 
of Desire and Delight. The name mocked him as he recalled 
it. 

And after nearly a month had passed he left her with 
almost a curse upon his lips ! 

She had endured his eccentricity with the sweetness of an 
angel; but at the very last she had revolted. She had 
turned from him and accepted his decree of expulsion from 
his life. Then and only then had she shown any wrath. 
It was the anger of a good and noble woman who had been 
humiliated beyond endurance. 

One of the features of his perfect recovery was the streng- 
thening of memory and his mental vision. He could see her 
as she looked at him with dismay and grief ; he could hear her 
voice as she spoke her last words and he had made no effort 
to explain, to excuse himself, to pour oil on the cruel wounds 
he was inflicting. 

He hurried up his departure for Bangalore as quickly as 
possible and found Mrs. Frome at the station, The meeting 
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was accidental. He chose a seat in a smoking-carriage where 
he was alone for the greater part of the journey. At the 
halts for food they met and took their hurried meals to- 
gether in the refreshment rooms. He declined her invitation 
to join her in her carriage for part of the journey, saying that 
it would be safer to occupy his seat lest he should lose it. 
He had plenty of time to go over the past. 

Among other excursions that memory took was one into a 
still further past when he had first met Rosemary and singled 
her out as the one woman to attract him. He believed 
at the time that he was giving her the love of his life. They 
had a short but blissful engagement before he sailed for India, 
when he was buoyed up by the promise that she would come 
as soon as he bade her. The recollection of it was well-nigh 
unbearable and he fought it down. She would have acted 
just as that bride had acted on board ship as she watched the 
warm sea by her husband’s side. He seemed to feel Rose- 
mary’s hand within his arm and her head nestling against 
his shoulder. He too had kissed the soft, silky hair that was 
so near his lips. : 

He had no blame for his wife. The estrangement. was 
_ entirely due to his own conduct and he made no excuses for 
himself ; nor did he wish to hear any from the lips of others. 

The remedy for useless regret was work; and he deter- 
mined that he would throw himself into it heart and soul. 
Since his arrival in Bangalore he had been too busy to think. 
The place had no memories for him. He had been pleased 
to meet Claudia. Their acquaintance dated from a time 
which had no unhappy memories connected with it. She had 
-been a good friend to him, and he was ready to renew the 
old friendship to a certain extent ; but he was not prepared 
to open his heart to her and pour out his troubles in her ear. 
He was not the kind of man to find any comfort in such a 
course. 

At Claudia’s invitation he had taken his place at her table, 
grateful for the attention Shown. He joined her as he 
‘might have done in the days before Rosemary appeared on 
the scenes. He was ready to talk of his work and to listen 
to her account of her play ; pleased with the interest she took 
in his doings. 

It was a shock to have his wife mentioned and his own con- 
duct towards her excused. She talked to him as though he 
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were a boy hardly responsible for his own actions. His 
thoughts had been suddenly switched off happy inconsequent 
matters to be focussed on the tragedy of his life. Claudia 
was not in the least aware that she was putting her finger 
on a sore place. Her curiosity made her blind to the fact 
that he winced under the ordeal and was silent. 

In addition to bringing Rosemary back to his mind, she 
had unconsciously added another stab to the open wound in 
her statement that his wife had been taught how to live 
alone. He knew what it meant. He had seen it over and 
over again in other wives, who had been separated by the 
exigencies of their husbands’ work. 

Men think that their wives can wait for them without filling 
up the gaps caused by their own absence. Gaps have a 
tendency to fillthemselves up without assistance. Some- 
thing comes along to occupy the vacancy, even if it is only | 
a woman chum. Devotion cannot be suddenly eliminated 
from the feminine temperament. If the object of her loving 
service is removed—the husband and the children as is so 
often the case in the East—another object takes its place. 
It may be praiseworthy in itself, charitable, philanthropic, 
religious ; but good or bad, it is a formidable rival to the 
absent husband and it is apt to alienate what formerly be- 
longed only to him. 

Edenhope had taken it for granted that his wife had 
remained on the hills in the house he had bought; although 
why she should have done so he did not stop to ask. Not 
only had she means of her own, but he had regularly paid a 
liberal sum into her account with his bankers in Bombay. 

The agents, acting on his instructions, had sent her a noti- 
fication and a cheque-book. That she had never drawn upon 
them was not their concern. When Edenhope called on the 
firm on his arrival in Bombay and asked how her account 
stood with them, he learned to his surprise that the money 
had not been touched. Had shecommunicated with them ? 
he asked. They had received no communication whatever ; 
nor could they. give him her address other than the one at 
Coonoor which he had supplied to them. | 
- And now Claudia’s words had stirred up memory and 
roused a hundred disquieting thoughts and speculations 
which were crowding back upon him as he walked to the 
Hospital. a 
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He found Dumbarton in the verandah. Jimmy rose and 
threw away the end of the cigar he had been smoking. 

“* Good evening, sir! Nothing wrong, I hope ?”’ he said, 
i aie: what had brought his chief at this time of 
night 

a Nothing, nothing! I thought I-should like to know that 
all was well with the men before turning in. Didn’t Ufford 
look in at night ? ” 

** Not unless we had any critical cases on hand. I used 
to send word about ten o’clock that all was well. I was 
going to do so to-night if you had not come in,” replied 
Jimm 

ss Thanks ; ; but it won’t be necessary ites I ask you to do 
so. I prefer to drop in. The Hotel doesn’t amuse me. I 
have a decent room, but this verandah is more to my mind ; 
and if I want to read or write I shall use the office room here. 
Let’s go and give the wards a look.” 

They proceeded on their tour of inspection, and Edenhope 
expressed his satisfaction. 

‘I’m afraid I interrupted your smoke,” he said when it 
was ended. ‘ We’ll go back to the front verandah, where you 
can finish it.”’ 

“* Ufford left, I suppose,’’ remarked Jimmy inanely. He 
was just a little embarrassed at the prospect of a téte-d-téte 
with a man who might ask some awkward questions. 

** Mail train to-night, I believe. Your ears ought to burn, 
Dumbarton. He said a few decent things about you. Good 
with the knife, aren’t you ?-” 

“Oh ! I don’t know; ought to be by this time with all the 
practice I’ve had.”’ 

** The war has done something for our ‘profession ; given us 
the most wonderful opportunities in the practice of surgery, 
and we’ve made astonishing bounds forward in that direction. 
Where I think we are still held up—I won’t say fail—is in 
mental cases connected with nerves and brain which we call 
war-shock.”’ 

Dumbarton’s eyes dwelt upon the speaker with a newly 
aroused interest. 

** We know so little about the brain,”’ he remarked. 

** And its connection with the nerves !’’ Edenhope was 
silent. His thoughts had flown from general subjects to those 
of a more personal nature. ‘I’ve suffered myself; but I 
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couldn’t diagnose my own case. It wasn’t what we call 
shell-shock or war-shock.”’ 

He relapsed into deep thought and Dumbarton did not 
disturb him. After a pause filled in with the smoking of their 
cigars, Edenhope continued: 

**T had a fall from my horse before I returned to Bombay ; 
but there was no apparent injury to my head; certainly no 
concussion. I was not incapacitated for a single day. I 
suffered a good deal from headache. They thought a month’s 
leave might be a good thing if I spent it in a decent climate. 
But the visit to Coonoor did me no good. I was just as bad 
as ever when I got back to Palestine.”’ 

** Nerves,’’ said Jimmy after a slight pause. 

** What should make the nerves go?” 

‘** Climate, work, worry, bad water and indifferent food.” 

** Possibly ; but other men were not affected as I was.”* 

‘* How were you affected ? ’? asked Dumbarton. 

** Depression ; a vague sense of an approaching calamity ; 
a conviction that life was futile, useless and horribly unreal. 
It might have been due, as you say, to a want of better food 
and a more bracing climate ; nerves not properly nourished.”’ 

** Or it might have been caused by the fall,” added Jimmy, 
who watched his companion with curiosity. He had a con- 
viction that all had not been told. It was difficult to 
account for Edenhope’s moroseness at his wedding simply 
from depression. There was something more, and Jimmy 
waited patiently for it. It came with a sudden burst that 
startled him. ; / 

“Good Heavens ! how I suffered ! ’? Edenhope broke out 
abruptly. ‘‘I seemed to be in Hell with an evil spirit 
constantly by my side prompting the most devilish deeds. 
More than once when I have been operating on a man’s 
limb, I have heard that small voice in my ear say: ‘ Draw 
your knife across the throat and put the poor devil out of his 
pain.’ Of course I resisted. I knew that it was a tendency 
to homicidal mania which is latent in every human being 
that is born. I don’t think I was ever in any real 
danger of committing a freakish murder of that kind ; but I 
was afraid of myself. When I got the month’s leave to 
India and you saw me at Bombay, I hoped to throw it ofi, 
The homicidal idea left me, but its place was taken by 
another. I was tempted, sorely tempted to turn my hand 
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against myself. Then came the conviction that I was going 
out of my mind. It was a ghastly thought ; it took posses- 
sion of me till I distrusted myself and everyone around me. 
I went back to my work rather worse than when I took leave.” 

“* How did it end? You’re as right as any sane man can 
be now.” 

** T was sitting smoking with a man who had just arrived. 
He was in our service, and older than myself. He had left a 
good practice in London to give his services to his country 
and he had specialized in nerves and brain. Suddenly I 
broke into wild abuse of my parents for bringing me into the 
world. I raved about a strain of insanity in the family, 
which I believed must exist although I had never been told 
of it. And I talked wildly about the iniquity of people 
marrying and perpetuating the curse. He got up, laid down 
his cigar and drew a chair close to mine. Then he put me 
through a severe examination, and I suppose diagnosed my 
case. * Home you go at once, my son,’ he said. * We don’t 
went any more tragedies here than the battlefield gives us,’ 
He went at once to the dispensary and mixed a bottle of stuff, 
making me take a dose then and there.” 

“And sent you home on sick leave.” 

‘In three days’ time I was on my way with the address 
of the specialist I was to consult in my pocket. By the time 
I reached England I was better—stronger—able to throw off 
some of my delusions ; they amounted to that. As I told 
you, Dumbarton, the treatment was successful; I left 
Scotland a sound and sane man.” ; 

‘* Did your man tell you what caused the trouble ? ” 

“He said enough to satisfy a layman, something about 
nerves being out of gear. But as for explaining scientifically 
what was wrong and how the brain was affected, he either 
wouldn’t or couldn’t do it.” 

“* Anyway he knew the best remedy and put you on to 
it,” remarked Dumbarton. ‘‘ When did the suicidal idea 
start ?” 

‘* About the time I reached Bombay and all the time I was 
on the Nilgiris. I could not shake it off.” 

_ Again he relapsed into deep thought. Jimmy broke into 
it by asking if he had had any return of the suicidal feeling. 

“Thank God! no! and the specialist assured me that I 
need have no fear of its return.” 
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It was getting late, and Jimmy was ready to retire, but 
Edenhope seemed to have forgotten the hour. He showed 
no sign of stirring and was back again in his dreams over the 

ast. 
me You want to go to bed,”’ said Edenhope at last. 

* No great hurry, sir; but I always turn in early. A 
night’s rest in an Hospital can’t be reckoned on with any 
certainty.” 

Still his chief did not make the move, although he had gone 
as far as sitting up with his elbows on the chair arms. Jimmy 
allowed a few more minutes to elapse and then he ventured | 
to rise to his feet. Edenhope followed his example, but 
remained standing with eyes that were looking into the past 
and were blind to the present. 

‘** Dumbarton, do you ever hear from my wife ? ” 

The question came abruptly and took Jimmy by surprise. 

‘* I have heard now and then,”’ he replied with hesitation. 

‘** Have you seen her ? ” 

Edenhope’s eyes dwelt searchingly upon him during the 
pause that ensued. 

66 Yes.”’ 

‘‘ Then she is still in India. Was it on the hills that you 
met her ? ”’ 

66 No.”’ 

He was a little embarrassed at the evident unwillingness of 
the other to reply. The monosyllables were not encourag- 
ing; and it was easy to understand that Dumbarton was 
not inclined to give him any information. He persevered, 
however. 

“She hasn’t told me if she is doing anything. Before I 
returned last time she was nursing. I—I gather that she 
has gone back to it.” 

It was a guess on Edenhope’ s part. He was not disposed 
to admit that all correspondence, all communications of any 
kind had ceased from the time he left his wife at Coonoor. 
Such an admission might involve the necessity of offering 
some explanation which he was not prepared to give. He 
must either imply fault on his wife’s side, which would be 
unjust ; or he must stand self-accused, and own himself in 
the wrong. He gazed into Jimmy’s eyes with a desperate 
hungry look as though he would tear his secrets out . his 
very heart. 
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“IT think you may be right, sir. Why not send her a 
letter and ask? She will tell you all you want to know, 
unless she wishes to keep it a secret. In that case we must 
respect her wish.” 

** Probably she doesn’t know of my return to India.” 

*“I don’t see how she could miss it. Your appointment 

was in the daily papers. I suppose she sees them every day 
wherever she may be.” 
' Edenhope’s teeth were upon his lower lip. Jimmy’s tone 
was not encouraging ; moreover, he looked half asleep. In 
the pause that ensued Edenhope struggled against a desire 
to make a clean breast of it to the man who had given him 
his bride. He wanted to enlist his full sympathy and ask 
for his help. He might have yielded to the impulse if they 
had remained together longer ; but Jimmy was smothering a 
yawn and holding out his hand. 

**See you to-morrow morning, sir. What time may we 
expect you?” | 

** T shall be here by seven, perhaps a little sooner.” 

Jimmy went to the top of the verandah steps and hailed 
the watchman who was to light the big master back to the 
Hotel. 

‘* Good-night, sir,”’ he said, as Edenhope went slowly down 
the steps. He watched him till he disappeared into the dark- 
ness. ‘‘ Poor darling!’ he said to himself, as his thoughts 
turned to Nurse Mary. ‘‘ How she must have suffered ! 
I’m glad she got away before he came. Why the devil 
didn’t he tell her what ailed him instead of leaving her to her 
misery! The man must have been right off his head; in- 
capable of thinking of the consequences, or of anybody but 
himself. ‘A woman scorned!’ Does she ever forgive ? ”’ 

Ten minutes later Jimmy was in a sound, dreamless sleep. 
His chief was not so fortunate. Seated in a chair by the 
open window of his room, the air filled with the scent of 
the tuberose just outside, Edenhope sat far into the night 
face to face with the past which Claudia’s chance words had 
acutely revived, | 


CHAPTER XIX 


INNER was on the table and Cassim stood behind 
Nurse Mary’s chair to wait on her. She had not 
changed back into evening dress, but had retained her 
Hospital uniform, which she had put on to enforce her author- 
ity when her patient insisted on having the bolts removed 
from the inner side of the hareem door. She seated herself 
and began her soup. A rustling in the verandah outside 
caught her ear. 

‘** What is that, Cassim ? a dog or a cat ? ” 

** No, ma’am ; it is some one from the women’s quarters.” 

“What does she want ?”’ 

‘* Nothing ; she comes to look at the English lady. Those 
people sit on the floor to take their food ; they never sit at a 
table or use chairs.” 

‘‘Isn’t she afraid that she should be seen by you, aman ?”’ 

The ghost of a smile flitted across the usually grave face 
of the old sepoy. 

** She has her veil which she can at any time draw across 
her face.” 

“* Tell her to go; I prefer to eat my dinner without people 
looking on ! ” 

He called out the order from the doorway. The sound of 
more than one pair of feet fell on her ear. She congratulated 
herself that she had got rid of the intruders. In less than 
five minutes, however, the rustlings began again. Cassim 
repeated his order and silence ensued. It was not for long. 
The sounds were as persistent as the nibblings of mice in 
wainscotting, returning again and again. 

At last she could bear it no longer. She rose from the 
table and went swiftly to the doorway. No fewer than five 
dark forms fled towards the hareem and disappeared into its 
murky recesses like rats. 

177 N 
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She returned to finish her dinner, but to the end of it she 
was conscious that she was being watched by unseen persons. 
Sometimes there was a shuffling of bare feet, or the faint 
chink of a silver toe-ring, or she caught a faint whispering 
carried on under the breath. 

In vain Cassim issued a succession of orders to the invisible 
throng, commanding them to depart under penalty of punish- 
ment. The orders were obeyed at the moment, but they 
needed continual repetition. Three or four times she rose 
from the dinner-table herself and went to the door. There 
was always the same result : a scurrying of naked feet which 
died away in the distance, only to return a minute or two 
later. Cassim began to clear the table. When he had 
finished, she asked him to close the double doors. 

He did so and left the room. She sank into her comfort- 
able chair ; there was a small table by her side, on which was 
a. shaded reading lamp. A book was on her lap, but at pre- 
sent she had no desire to read. Her thoughts wandered to 
Gabriel. If she had not had his-assurance that Michael 
had promised to see himself to the fulfilment of his brother’s 
wishes, she would have feared yet another disappointment, 
followed to a certainty by a worse outbreak on the part of 
Gabriel than had already occurred. Michael was to be 
trusted, she thought, with satisfaction and some comfort. 
He seemed so anxious to please and was in every respect a 
model brother. | 

A slight movement outside the door disturbed her train 
of thought. Those women from the hareem again! They 
were peeping and listening and spying with their overweening 
curiosity. | 

The upper halves of the double doors were filled with vene- 
tians to admit air from the verandah. The lamp on the 
table threw a dim light on the doors. The famt sound of 
rustling continued. It fixed her attention in such a way that 
she could neither follow her train of thought nor read her 
book. She put the book on the table and quietly watched 
the venetians. 

Presently brown fingers, long and thin, appeared through 
the slats. They gently and persistently worked at the slats 
to raise them so as to give the watchers a better view of the 
room. The hands at work made a queer picture, although 
there was nothing mysterious or alarming in their appear- 
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ance. It was so plainly evident what they were trying to 
effect and why they were there. She ought to have. been 
amused as she might have been over the tricks of children ; 
but she was not. She wanted quiet and rest and solitude 
after all that she had gone through. | 

** Go away ! go away ! go back to your rooms!” she cried 
in Hindustani. 

The hands at once became motionless and all sound 
eeased. She repeated her order; it had no effect. The 
owner of the hands must have been ignorant of the fact that 
they could be seen by the occupant of the room. It was 
like shooing away an unwelcome cat that refused to budge 
and took refuge in lying low, under the impression that it 
could not be seen. : 

Resigning herself to the inevitable, Nurse Mary took up 
her book and tried to read. The moment her eyes were | 
fixed upon the pages the scratchings and rustlings on the 
slats recommenced in the endeavour to raise them. 

‘* Be off!” she cried angrily in Hindustani. ‘“ Be off! 
or I will tell the Shahzada and have you punished!” - 

Once more there was dead silence, but the tell-tale fingers 
remained to show that her commands had not been obeyed. 
It was impossible to read. Her eyes were drawn to the door 
in spite of all effort to bring them back to the open page. 
Presently the hands began to work again with slow, careful 
movements that produced nosound. The persistence made her 
smile in spite of her annoyance. At the same time it set her 
ll on edge and produced an irritation she could not con- 
trol. 

She rose and moved across the room to the wall, book in 
hand. Sidling along by the wall she reached the door 
undetected. The watcher outside was deluded into the belief 
that the lady had gone into her bedroom. It therefore gave 
a severe shock when the book was brought down sharply 
upon the fingers. The blow was not sufficient to cause physi- 
cal pain ; but the noise made by the boards of the book on the 
wooden slats was alarming. 

A little scream broke the silence. It was followed by the 
scuffling that a score of frightened cats might have made. 
Then came giggles, as if the rest of the company was hugely 
enjoying the discomfiture of the bold intruder. 

Nurse Mary pushed back the heavy doors and walked out 


180 DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


into the verandah. The crowd fled with exclamations of 
dismay. She had a dim view of ghostly figures flying back 
for shelter. They were really frightened this time for the 
witch had come out to curse them. She walked to the 
hareem door with the intention of shutting and bolting it. 
Suddenly she remembered that it was left open and unbarred 
with a purpose. Until the Sahiba Nourma came it would be 
impossible to close it. Nothing must be done that might 
give the young wife an excuse for not keeping the appoint- 
ment with her husband. Nurse Mary could still hear 
whisperings from the darkness of the hareem. What could 
she do to stop it ? 

She returned to her room in despair. Was this kind of 
thing going on into the small hours of the morning ? She had 
dismissed Cassim and Judy according to her custom and 
was ignorant of the position of their respective rooms, so 
that however much she might desire to call them, she was 
unable to do so without rousing the whole house: an arrange- 
ment she determined to alter the very next day. 

She thought of the invasion and spying that would take 
place after she had retired to rest ; it was intolerable. She 
felt that nothing would be safe from inquisitive and probably 
dishonest fingers. These human rats were far worse than 
the real animals. There was only one thing to be done; and 
that was to keep guard herself until Nourma had arrived. 
After she had passed through the door it could be bolted. 

She brought a camp chair out of her room and placed it in 
front of her own door facing the hareem. The light was too 
dim to read, and she required a shawl, for the air was growing 
cool. A companion in her vigil would have been pleasant. 
Perhaps Gabriel would stroll out of his sitting-room presently. 
She turned her head in that direction; but no sound of 
any Movement was audible. He too must be waiting and 
listening for the dilatory wife. 

The village beyond the garden walls was already asleep. 
Here and there a dog barked ; and further afield she could 
hear the yelping of the jackals as they foraged by the river 
banks and among the refuse heaps of the houses. Crickets 
chirped in the garden below, and a night-jar cried in a rapid 
succession of monotone calls to its mate. 

The outline of the hill was distinguishable against the grey 
sky. There was no moon at present, but the stars shone with 
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tropical clearness and the planet Jupiter was like a miniature 
moon, 

Her device promised to be successful. No one ventured 
to approach the: hareem door. With her white head-dress 
and the red cross on her breast she held the troublers of her 
peace in awe. For some time none ventured to approach 
the door which she left standing wide open. It was close 
on half-past nine when out of the darkness a small figure 
came towards her with slow, deliberate steps. She sat up in 
her chair and watched the uninvited visitor. It was Rap- 
hael, Michael’s son and heir, He was dressed in velvet eoat, 
satin trousers and jewelled turban, and his manner was self- 
assured and confident. : 

“Hallo! This is a surprise ! what are you doing out of 
bed so late ? ” she said, as he walked straight up to her. 

** IT go to sleep when I choose,”’ replied the boy, detecting 
criticism in her tone and the recognition only of his childish- 
ness. : 

** It is not good to sit up too late,” she said. 

“Tam no later than you,” he replied with a simplicity that 
deprived his words of impertinence. 

** Ah ! but you are much younger than I am.”’ 

** When I am up and about at night I sleep all day ; don’t 
you?” 

‘** And what have you come here for ? ’’ she asked. 

‘* To see my uncle greet his wife,” he replied promptly. 

“* He will not want you, I am sure.”’ ; 

** Perhaps not ; but that won’t matter. My mother would 
have come; but because you are here she refused. My 
father, the Shahzada, bade her come and she would not. He 
was angry. Seeing that he was wrath, I said I would fill the 
place of my mother.” | 

The child talked uncannily. Nurse Mary had had but 
small experience of Indian chHdren and their unchildish 
ways and speech. 

** I think you had better go back to your mother. I will 
look after Captain Gabriel and his wife,” she said. 

He glanced up at her in the dim light of the verandah lan- 
tern as she sat in her camp chair and pressed his lips 
together. 

“You command my uncle and, lo! he obeys you. To- 
day you issued your orders to my father, the Shahzada, and 
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he did your bidding. They were both afraid of you lest you 
should lay spells upon them. You are a white witch. 
‘They say you are keeping my uncle for yourself. We do not 
care. He may choose where he wills ; but the wife whom he 
married with the shahdee ceremonies! Her he shall not 
have.’’ The strange child leaned towards her, his round 
black eyes peering into hers with a curious mixture of fear 
and bravado in their depths. ‘‘Do you know why? I 
do; for I have heard the women talking.” 

“* Never mind the reason,”’ cried Nurse Mary, jumping up 
with a sudden inspiration. ‘“* Let us go and meet the Sahiba 
Nourma. She will be coming directly.” 

He was deceived into believing that the English lady was 
ready to join him in his espionage. They passed into the 
dim verandah of the hareem. 

‘** Ah hah ! ” he cried with the delight of a mischievous imp. 
‘S We shall behold something that will bring laughter to our 
lips. We will allow her to go to his room by herself and we 
will follow silently and laugh—laugh because of her disap- 
pointment ! ” 

Nurse Mary was at a loss to understand what he meant 
by his prattle. Of one thing she was convinced. She must 
not only get rid of the boy, but must make it certain that he 
could not return. While he chattered she considered how 
this could best be effected. 

** After seeing my aunt overwhelmed with grief we will 
goto yqurroom. I want to look at myself in the large, long 
mirror that stands in a frame. It was a gift bought by my 
uncle for his bride so that she might behold herself from head 
to foot. My mother, the Beebee, was very angry that it 
should be given to the Sahiba Nourma instead of to herself. 
By and by, when I am Shahzada, I shall have it removed to 
my mother’s room.” 

‘* Silence! She is coming ! ” warned Nurse Mary, drawing 
the boy into a doorway a little distant from the entrance, 
where they might escape observation. 

Gliding up the passage was a tall form robed in white. 
She moved with dignity, quickly but without undue haste. 
Whether she noticed the two figures in the doorway as she 
passed, it was impossible to say ; she made no sign of having 
seen them. ae 

As soon as Nourma was through the open door, Nurse Mary 
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darted forward to follow. The child, taken by surprise, 
was left standing and staring at a movement that bewildered 
him. Before he could race after her and catch her up, she 
was through the door. He arrived to find it closed in his 
face and to hear the bolts on the other side slipped into their 
sockets. 

He realized that he had been outwitted and flamed with 
ungovernable rage. He hurled himself against the door and 
beat it with his fists. He yelled and screamed and poured 
out abuse of the vilest character. He commanded, he 
implored; he promised rewards to anyone who would 
open the door for him. Finding his violence of no avail, 
he fell back again on vituperation. 

The women of the hareem came out of their hiding-places 
and looked at the boy as he writhed on the floor in the par- 
oxysm of fury. No one attempted to touch him or pacify his 
rage. They knew what to expect and would as soon have 
handled an enraged jungle cat. They chuckled and whis- 
pered as they stood a little distance away watching him ; but 
taking care to keep well out of reach of his sharp teeth 
and claws. Two or three tried to force open the door, but 
their efforts were useless. The rest sat down upon their 
heels to wait for the end. The tragedy was not over by any 
means. ; 

Screams of all kinds were too common in that household 
to evoke any emotion but idle curiosity ; consequently 
Raphael’s cries attracted no attention. If his mother heard 
and recognized his voice, she was not likely to be disturbed. 
He frequently gave way to temper, and his protests against _ 
going to bed or conforming to any domestic rules were always 
conducted in this way. He would be left to scream till he 
was exhausted and fell asleep; then one of the old women 
would eome and.carry him away, lay him down on his pillows 
and leave him just as he was until he should wake in a better 
frame of mind. 

Nurse Mary returned to her room not altogether dissatis- 
fied with herself. She had got rid of the boy, and she had 
at last found means to exclude and keep out the crew that 
annoyed her. She might hope for a peaceful night as soon as 
the child had ceased screaming. She wished some one would 
come and remove the troublesome urchin. However, the 
rooms were large and the verandah wide and spacious, so 
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that the noise was not deafening as it would have been had 
she been shut up with it in a small chamber. 

She took her chair back into the sitting-room. There was 
no further need to close her own doors. She could rely on 
the bolts and bars of the hareem door to hold out against 
the most furious assaults that any of the inmates could make 
onit. She was not disposed for sleep and had no inclination 
to go to bed. Settling herself in her easy-chair by the table 
that held the lamp, she took up her book with the intention 
of reading. Her mind had been too much disturbed by the 
rapid succession of events during the evening to be able to 
concentrate itself upon the fictional troubles of the hero and 
heroine of the story. Here were events in real life that might 
easily turn into tragedy. Could it be true, as the child had 
asserted, that his father and mother sanctioned his intru- 
sion ? 

She was puzzled ; there must be some reason for the passive 
obstruction that was shown to the union of husband and wife. 
What was it? Did it lie with the wife? Of one thing she 
felt assured: it did not originate with Michael. If he had 
asked his wife to accompany Nourma to her husband’s room, 
as the child stated, he had done it with the object of ensuring 
the fulfilment of his promise to his brother. He would like 
to be assured that his sister-in-law had not failed in the 
performance of her part of the bargain. Once safely de- 
livered over to Gabriel, Michael would have no further re- 
sponsibility. If matters went wrong after that, it was the 
husband’s business; not his. Nurse Mary was convinced 
in her mind that this was Michael’s attitude. 

What was Lilith’s ? Profound indifference, as far as she 
could judge by the one and only interview she had had with 
that lady. Lilith was lethargic and thoroughly selfish. 
She hated the trouble of looking after the affairs of other 
people. The return of Gabriel and the intrusion of his 
conjugal relations with his wife into her own life was unwel- 
come. Nurse Mary summed her up as a selfish woman | 
without a spark of generosity or kindness. All natives, 
she concluded, were more or less selfish, no matter what their 
nationality might be or what their position in life. 

Well ! Captain Gabriel had got his way at last, for she had 
seen the wife go to his room. It did not much matter now 
whether the accomplishment of his wish was due to his 
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brother’s good offices or to his own violence that afternoon 
or to the caprice of his wife. 

She began to yawn, a good sign that sleep was coming, for 
she was tired. She put the book on the table and prepared 
to go to her bedroom, when suddenly a figure appeared in the 
doorway and came swiftly towards her. 

With hands clenched and features working with passion, 
a woman unveiled stood over her, speechless with rage. If 
the fist raised above her had held a dagger, it would have 
been plunged into her heart. In another second, Nurse 
Mary, startled and alarmed, was on her feet. 

‘* Who are you and what are you doing here ? ” she asked, 
without allowing a sign to betray the trepidation she felt at 
seeing: this apparition. 

**'You wicked, evil witch! May Allah curse you! 
began the girl as soon as she could find her tongue. 

** Stop ! be silent! How dare you speak to me in that 
manner ? ” cried Nurse Mary.  ‘“‘ Who are you?” 

Her decisive attitude had its effect on the girl. The white 
witch was not to be recklessly abused and she checked the 
wild words that poured from her lips. 

‘Tell me what this means? Who are you?” again 
demanded Nurse Mary. 

‘““T am the young Shahzada’s wife,” she faltered at last ; 
her trembling fingers grasped the folds of her fine white 
muslin drapery and crushed it in their nervous grip. 

“His wife! You are not the girl I saw in the hareem.”’ 

“That was not his wife. She was only one of our ser- 
vants ! ’’ she replied scornfully and with the contempt of the 
oriental high-born. 

‘““'Then why was she shown to me as his wife ? ”’ 

‘It was the Beebee’s will ; not mine, Excellency,”’ replied 
the real Nourma, who was becoming seriously alarmed at 
the anger which she recognized on Nurse Mary’s face. 

“Why did you not let me come to you ? it was you I 
wanted to see, not your servant. 

“Pardon, gracious iady! It was not my doing. They 
would not allow me to see you.” 

‘“* And where were you all the time ? ” 

‘Locked in my room.” Nourma fell on her knees at 
Nurse Mary’s feet. ‘Ah, great and mysterious one! do 
not be angry with thy poor servant or she will sicken and 
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die. Have I not wept and pleaded for leave to go to my 
husband ? Was I not married by the shahdee rites? I 
have a right to go to him. They told me that it was not 
your will; that you had forbidden it; that you would | 
lay a curse upon me and upon him too if I did anything 
that was contrary to your wishes. Ah! lady! have mercy 
and give a poor wife her rights! ” 

Tears flowed freely, and Nurse Mary felt trembling arms 
thrown round her. The action disarmed her anger and 
roused all her pity as Nourma’s conduct appeared in a 
new light. She. sat down again and drew the kneeling 
girl into her sheltering arms. 

** Poor child ! tell me all about it. They have said again 
and again to me as well as to your husband that you would 
not come; that you were ill and could not come; that you 
did not want your husband.” | 

“It is false! They are liars! all! all!” 

‘** Don’t cry, little sister,’’ said Nurse Mary, using the 
familiar Hindustani terms. ‘“‘ Don’t cry. The trouble is 
over now. I am glad that it was not true. Whose doing 
has it been that you have been kept away from the young 
Shahzada ? ”’ 

‘““The Beebee’s; she hates me; she fears lest I should 
be put in her place. Now that my husband, the Shahzada, 
is here, I am the Beebee. But she will never let me be the 
head of the hareem while she remains. She must go, Excel- 
lency ! She must be driven out!” 

‘** Michael Sahib will never be so cruel and unjust as to 
permit his wife to take your place,” said Nurse Mary. 

Nourma lifted her head and looked at her, her large 
eyes dropping tears and the curved lips trembling with acute 


ief. 
at: He will kill me first,”? she said under her breath. 

‘* Not with your husband here to protect you,” Nurse 
Mary quickly rejoined. 

Nourma rose to her feet, tall and beautiful, a fitting mate 
for a man like Gabriel. | 

‘“ Come and see if he is able to protect me, Excellency, 
as you say,” she cried as she led the way quickly towards 
Gabriel’s room. : 

A lamp burned on the table of his sitting-room. Still 
wearing his velvet coat, he was lying back on one of the lounge 


DESIRE AND DELIGHT 187 


chairs. His eyes were closed and he seemed to be in a deep 
sleep. The sight of her unconscious husband revived the 
anger of the girl. She turned to Nurse Mary and demanded 
furiously : 

‘Is this your doing? Can it be true that you have taken 
away his senses so that he might not see me or know me? 
Ob! Oh! you have cast a spell upon him, you white witch ! ”’ 

‘*“Nourma! Nourma! You are crazy with grief. It is 
you who have lost your senses! Have I not been doing 
all in my power to give you to your husband ? ” 

“Ah! lady! be merciful! I am mad with sorrow and 
despair. No! no! this is not your doing. This is 
my sister’s work. She has bribed his servant. May Allah 
curse her and her son for this! I will kill them both! I 
will———’”’ . 

** Peacc, little sister! ’’ cried Nurse Mary, as she opened 
the collar of his coat and pushed a pillow under his head. 

Nourma threw herself down on her knees by his side in a 
passion of love and grief. 

‘““Husband! husband! awake! It is thy wife!’ she 
moaned, clasping her arms around him. 

She took his hand and covered it with kisses. Her fingers 
touched his face and crept downwards over the limp arms. 
Then she clung round his neck and pillowed her head on 
his breast. 

“Oh! beloved! I have come! Oh! wake and speak 
to me! Flower of my heart! my prince! my king!” 

Not only was she unable in her abandonment to help in 
restoring him to his senses, but she prevented Nurse Mary 
from applying remedies. It was with great difficulty that 
the latter examined her patient to find out with the least 
possible delay what had caused him to faint ; whether it was 
an attack of heart; or whether it had been produced by 
artificial means. She felt his pulse and watched his breathing. 
Then pushing the distracted wife aside she lifted an eyelid. 
Holding the lamp close, she looked at the pupil of the large 
hazel brown eye. 

“* Drugged ! doped!” she said in English. ‘“‘ We must 
have more air!” 


CHAPTER XX 


T was late when Nurse Mary awoke the next morning. 

The sun had been up an hour. The early morning 

tea-tray stood on the little table by the window. As she 
stirred in awaking, Judy appeared. 

‘* Shall I make fresh tea, ma’am?” she asked, as she 
threw up the mosquito curtains. 

‘“No; this will do; the cosy has kept it warm.” 

Judy looked at her with scared eyes. A little encourage- 
ment would have induced a torrent of speech. At the end 
of it the woman would again ask to be allowed to return to 
Bangalore. Nurse Mary was afraid that the story of last 
night’s tragedy was known throughout the establishment. 
Whether Nourma in her anguish of mind and her anger 
had kept it to herself, she did not know. She might have 
gone straight to her sister’s room and have had a very stormy 
interview. Reticence and self-control are not common 
virtues in the oriental life. 

Hastily swallowing her tea, Nurse Mary dressed for her 
morning stroll. She felt that she must have a breath of 
fresh air after all that she had gone through. It would not 
be possible to go-up the hill, as there was no time for the 
longer walk. She decided to go to the river, where the 
birds and butterflies were always of interest. She picked 
up her little field-glasses to help her in her observations. 

Before starting she went to Gabriel’s room. Yet another 
face appeared as she knocked at the bedroom door, a young 
Muhammadan whom she had not seen before. | 

‘‘ Where is the servant who was here yesterday ? ’”’ she 
asked. 

‘“‘ He is sick, most excellent lady, and he has gone to his 
own house,” replied the man with the faultless politeness 
his race knows how to assume. 
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‘And you? Who sent you here?” 

‘The big Shahzada, most honourable one. My father 
serves his Excellency. I have learned the work under my 
father, and now I am ordered to do Mahmoud’s work.” 

She glanced round the sitting-room. It had been swept 
and dusted and was arranged as its occupant liked it to be 
arranged. 

‘*TIs the young Shahzada awake ? ” 

‘* He still sleeps.” 

Nurse Mary moved quietly through the curtained doorway 
and stood by the bed. Gabriel was slumbering like a healthy 
child. She was satisfied, and left as quietly as she had 
entered. She hoped he would sleep for another couple of 
hours and wake refreshed. | | 

When he was fully awake he might demand an explana- 
tion. In that case she wished to be there. On the other 
hand, it was possible that his memory would be confused 
at first, and he might not suspect that he had been drugged. 
He might suppose that he had overslept himself after dinner ; 
but he would be sure to make inquiries as to whether his 
wife hadcome. Ifby any chance he arrived at the truth, there 
would be more violence of the same character as had been 
shown the previous evening; not a pleasant prospect for 
Nurse Mary. 

She was not sorry that the man who had served his master 
the night before had taken himselfoff. It was the savoury 
chicken pillau, cooked to a turn and irresistible to any 
healthy Mussulman, that must have contained the dose 
that had produced the catastrophe. Something more than 
the sweet nutty coconut and poppy seed must have been 
introduced into the dish. 

She had hoped that after breaking open the door of the 
hareem and receiving a promise of a visit from Nourma, 
peace and quiet would reign in the household. As well 
might she hope that the monsoons would not rage and 
roar. 

Each family is a centre for violent emotions, unrestrained 
passions and impetuous action. They are the means whereby 
the moral atmosphere is kept from deadly stagnation. 
The tumult raised never breaks bounds. If tragedies 
occur, they are concealed behind walls that keep their 
secrets. Inquiry from outside is baffled by the all-powerful 
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influence of gosha rules. It is a word well chosen; it means 
hidden. Gosha covers, in addition to women’s faces and 
figures, injustice, tyranny, favouritism, cruelty and crime. 
No man nor woman, being a good follower of the Prophet, 
dares to break the gosha rules of his ancestors nor to lift 
the curtain that covers the autocratic kingdom of the purdah. 

Before going down for her walk, Nurse Mary gave a 
glance at the door of the hareem to see that it was securely 
bolted. It had no guardian now. The door-keeper felt 
that her job was ended, and she herself was made ridiculous 
when the bolts on her side were removed. 

Walking slowly down the stairs and through the rose 
garden, Nurse Mary had time to think over the situation. 
Her experience overnight had been a shock in its way. It 
had opened her eyes to the positive existence of a strong and 
persistent opposition to the union of husband and wife ; 
an opposition that stuck at nothing. If Gabriel could be 
doped in that manner, what was to prevent his being poisoned 
straight off ? 

In vain she puzzled her brain over the source of this 
opposition. If she had not seen Nourma and heard her 
bitter cry of disappointment, she might have ascribed the 
drugging to an unwilling wife. But this could not be. The 
grief and despair of the girl were real ; they exonerated her 
from all complicity. 

Nourma herself had denounced Lilith as the author of 
the evil deed and had put it down to jealousy over the position 
in the house. This was not a convincing argument. Lilith - 
was not in love with her brother-in-law. Why, then, should 
she try to stop the re-union of husband and wife? Nor 
could it have anything to do with position and precedence 
in the house. 

Lilith might easily retain her position as head of the hareem 
just as Michael naturally preserved his, as practically master 
of the house, and yet give the younger woman a satis- 
factory standing. In any case, whether virtually the Beebee 
or not, Nourma would have her own rooms and her own’ 
establishment with which the elder branch of the family 
would not interfere. Occupying the lower story, Lilith 
need not be brought into collision with her sister-in-law’s 
relatives and dependants. In a palace like the Garden of 
Roses there was ample room for everybody. 
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Then came back the words of the boy. ‘‘ He may choose 
where he will, but his wife whom he married with the shahdee 
ceremonies, her he shall not have. Do you know why ? 
Ido; for I have heard the women talking.” 

She had stopped the babble of his tongue by rapid action 
and had had no time to consider it. After what had happened 
those words seemed full of meaning. Could the reason for 
all this opposition be an insane attempt to circumvent con- 
sequences, to preserve the position for the child as heir to 
the estate ? If Gabriel had a son, Raphael would no longer 
be looked upon as the future Shahzada, master of the palace 
and its broad fertile acres stretching away into the blue 
distance where the big river flowed. 

She reached the bank of the stream and seated herself 
on the stone where Gabriel had sat on the morning when 
they had walked together. The sun shone brightly on the 
water and the wader birds were busy feeding. Strange 
butterflies flew along in zigzag flight, seeking flowers by 
the river’s edge. In the rough grass of the banks the 
babblers and weaver birds, the tree sparrows and chats 
caught the insects that were drawn from their hiding- 
places by the warmth of the sun. 

She watched a bird like a coot swimming close under the 
bastion of rock that jutted against the river ke the wall 
of some castle upreared above its moat. The bird had a 
nest, she felt sure; for it was not feeding like those nearer 
at hand. It swam restlessly up and down the stream, full 
of fussy uneasiness. She searched with her glasses for the 
cause; she could see nothing that might frighten it. In 
the big tree higher up, which overhung the level top of the 
rock, was a flock of minas, the starlings of the plains. They 
chattered as though they too were disturbed by the presence 
of an enemy, some unfriendly hawk or animal. 

She caught a glimpse of dark shining plumage as a bird 
bolder than the rest dipped a little way down through the 
foliage to scold and jibe at something lying on the rock 
beneath the tree. She fixed her glasses on the deep shade 
cast by the tree. The rock was twenty-five to thirty feet 
higher than the spot where she sat. The actual surface was 
therefore hidden from her. 

The sudden outburst of bird protestation, was followed 
by the movement of something resting in the shade of the 
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tree. She could scarcely believe her eyes when she dis- 
tinguished the stripes of a tiger’s back. Slowly the top of 
the head came into view. The animal was either very sleepy 
or not particularly well. It held its head low, moving it 
slowly from side to side. It seemed to be crouching and 
in pain. 

Nurse Mary remembered Gabriel’s tale of how as a boy 
he had seen a tiger in that very spot. His tiger rose and 
slowly walked away, showing its long barred tail. She 
wondered if this one would act in a similar manner. 

The river flowed in between herself and the tiger, and she 
had no fear that the beast would attack her. She was too 
full of curiosity to think about danger. Never in her life 
had she seen a tiger at large in its native jungle, and the 
sight made her quiver with excitement. 

If Gabriel had been there, she thought, with his rifle he 
could have killed the beast with an easy shot; but to her 
regret he was not. While she had an opportunity for which 
he would have given his ears, he was still in a deep dreamless 
sleep from which he would awake in anything but a good 
temper. To hear of her luck would only irritate him. She 
would keep her news to herself until he had sufficiently 
recovered from the effects of the narcotic to be reasonable 
and self-restrained. 

With her glasses glued to her eyes she continued to watch 
the animal, while the minas overhead scolded and chattered. 
Suddenly the beast made a slight movement with one of its. 
paws. The paw was raised as a cat might lift its foot to 
wash its face. It did not carry out the feline trick; but 
seemed to brush away a fly or something of the sort that 
tickled its nose. Then it resumed its former position, lying 
flat on the rock ; and all she could see of it was the ridge of 
its striped back. | | 

She lowered her glasses with an exclamation of astonish- 
ment and gazed at the spot with naked eyes. She had good 
sight, but somehow she failed to detect the black stripes and 
orange skin. Once more she focussed her glasses on the 
spot. The tiger was no longer visible. It must have moved 
away at the very instant that she lowered them. How could 
it have walked off without rising to its feet ? 

She rose with a curiously confused mind and went quickly 
towards the house, following the path that led her outside 
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the garden and home by the principal portico. Deep in - 
thought, she stepped up into the cool shade of the great 
pillared verandah where the gardeners were busy watering 
the palms and ferns. The shade was acceptable after the 
glare of the sunlit river. She was half way through the rose 
garden when a familiar sound struck on her ear. It was the 
hoot of a motor-car horn ; and unless she was much mistaken 
He came from one of the Hospital cars in which she had often 
ven. 

She turned back to the portico and stood waiting with a 
sudden beating of the heart. It might be Jimmy. On 
the other hand, it might very well be the new Commandant, 
coming to see for himself how the patient was progressing 
and whether he needed the services of a nurse all to himself. 

The car swept up the carriage drive from the entrance of 
the grounds at a swinging pace. The door opened and out 
jumped Dumbarton. He hastened towards her with a 
smile of pleasure and relief. 

‘There you are! safe and sound! Dearest! how glad I 
am to see you!” he cried, as he shook her hand warmly. 

“Very nice of you to say so, Jimmy; but why all this 
gush ? I have been absent barely a week.” 

** And in that time we have had no news of you.” 

‘“No news! how can you say so! I’ve. written every 
day !”’ said Nurse Mary in indignant surprise. 

‘“‘ Have you ? all I can say is that we have not received a 
single line from you.” 

***'We!’ I wrote to you and to no one else.” 

“Did you post your letters ? ” 

‘“They went by hand. A cooly goes every day into 
Bangalore to bring out certain supplies. He was told to 
deliver my daily letter at the Hospital and to wait for a 
reply. No reply came, but I was not troubled as you are a 
busy man and the cooly had no time to spare.”’ 

‘** Of course I should have written!” cried Dumbarton. 
‘** Your letter would have been too precious to have been 
left unanswered. I should——” 

““Oh! Jimmy! do be sensible! I’ve got such a lot to 
say. Don’t let us waste any moments in fooling. Besides, 
this is a professional visit on your part or you would never 
have been allowed to waste a whole morning over it.” 

‘* All right! I’m at your service, Nurse Mary.” 

: O 
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‘* Now, where can we talk ? ’’ she said, looking round at a 
loss for some private room free from all chance of interrup- 
tion. ‘“* We shall have a crowd of people round us in another 
five minutes. Look ! here they come, Daood, the old peon, 
at their head. I wonder Sahib Michael has not appeared.” 

‘*'Who is he? ” | 

‘* Captain Gabriel’s eldest brother and a great power in 
the house. You must ask him about the lost letters.’ 
She glanced at the increasing number of people drawn from 
all parts of the building by their curiosity. “I don’t 
know where to take you unless we go upstairs to my room ; 
as it is just outside the hareem perhaps ”? She broke 
off and looked at Jimmy for an inspiration. 

‘“*Come for a drive; we can talk in the cayr.”’ 

It solved the difficulty ; she jumped in quickly, glad to 
escape from the throng which every minute was narrowing 
the circle round them in an endeavour to hear as well as 
see. 
In less than ten seconds they were moving down the car- 
riage drive, leaving the whole household agape with wonder. 
The sound of the horn had penetrated the hareem, where it 
had caused a thrill and a flutter. There was a rush to every 
latticed window that looked towards the portico, and the 
women were asking who had arrived. | 

Servants, anxious to be the bearers of news of any kind 
and at the same time the centre of attention, were carrying 
the announcement of the arrival of the Hospital car to their 
respective masters and mistresses. As they hurried along 
on their errand they imparted the news to their fellow- 
workers, who straightway left their work and ran to the 
verandah to see for themselves. The Doctor Sahib had 
come and had carried off the White Ammah ! 

Messengers ran to Captain Gabriel’s room ;_ but the young 
master was still asleep, and no one dared wake him. They 
passed on to the Shahzada; but he was out walking and 
had not returned. | 

Gabriel, disturbed by the whispering outside his room, 
opened his eyes. He was conscious of a headache and 
closed them again. The events of the previous night were 
sa? and of the nature of a dream to him. | 

is servant approached with a cup of hot coffee and the 
news of the Doctor’s arrival in a car that bore the same red 
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sign as the English lady wore. Gabriel shook off his lethargy 
and rose from his pillows. His eyes, heavy with drowsiness, 
rested on the man who handed him the coffee. 

' “Who are you?” he asked. 

“Tam sent, Huzoor, by the big master in place of the 
man who was here last night.” 

“What is the matter with him that he does not come?” 

‘He is sick, Excellency. This humble worm brings the 
honourable one news that an English Sahib has arrived.” 

“Where is he?” asked Gabriel in the same dead-level 
tone. 

‘*' He and the most noble English lady have just now left 
the house in his motor-car.” 

Captain Gabriel asked no more questions. He received 
the strange piece of news without comment and set himself 
leisurely to the business of dressing, bidding his servant bring - 
the khaki uniform in which he had arrived from the Hospital. 

Meanwhile Jimmy, having ordered his chauffeur to go 
slowly for a short distance and then stop, devoted his whole 
attention to what Nurse Mary had to say. 

He laughed at the tales about the Ammah and assured 
her that the mysterious creature that had seized her stick 
could be none other than an old monkey, too old to go down 
to the fields in search of sugar-cane and Indian corn. It had 
probably found an entrance through some unknown cleft 
in the rock, hidden from human eyes in the jungle. It 
subsisted on insects, roots and such fruit as it could find 
on the brambles and wild laurels on the hill. 

Mahmoud’s accident surprised him. It seemed so 
unlikely that a tiger should attack him unless it were a 
man-eater. In that case why didn’t the brute eat him ? 

*“* T’ll see Mahmoud before I go and listen to what he has 
to say of the accident. Now tell me what I have come over 
on purpose to hear. How are you getting on yourself in 
the house ? and do you consider that your patient is well— 
well enough to be left ?” 

“T must leave you to decide that point after you have 
seen him. I think it would be far better for him if I stayed 
on another week or until his wife can be established 1 in my 
room,” : 


CHAPTER XXI 


" A™” why should she not be established in your place 
at once; this very day ? ’’ asked Dumbarton. 

“¢Tll tell you the difficulty.” | , 

She gave him an account of all that had happened with 
regard to Gabriel’s relations with his wife from the time of 
their arrival down to the events of yesterday afternoon 
and night. | 

‘‘ It must have been about ten o’clock when his wife came 
to me. She was mad with anger. I thought at first she 
meant to killme. Iwas puzzled to know what had happened 
to make her so furious; and at first I did not recognize her 
as Gabriel’s wife. As I told you, those crafty hareem people 
had introduced me to a girl who was not his wife.” 

** An impudent thing to do,”” commented Dumbarton. 

‘* Nourma asked me to go to his room with her. I found 
Gabriel insensible and lying in his chair like a log.” 

“Poor devil!’ said Jimmy sympathetically. ‘‘ What 
did you do?” | 

‘“‘ Having satisfied her as well as I could that it was not 
my doing, I began to apply remedies. She watched me 
for a minute or two; but as he remained unconscious, her 
feelings got the better of her. She flung herself upon him 
for a second time, kissing his poor face and hands and calling 
upon him with a dozen endearing terms to come to life 
again and not to die just as she had been permitted to see 
him. I was very sorry for her, poor soul! but she hindered 
my work of restoration. I wanted all the fresh air I could 
get for him. While she was moaning over him, I went to 
the windows and threw open the shutters.. I pulled aside 
the purdahs in the doorways and got a good current of 
air through the room.” | 
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‘© T hope she helped you; the servants wer? dismissed at 
that hour, I suppose.” 

““We were quite alone. Nourma looked up and saw 
what I had done. She rose to her feet with a little cry of 
fright. ‘Ah! Excellency ! why have you opened all the 
windows ?’” she asked. ‘To give him air, of course,’ I 
said rather shortly ; I was far too anxious and busy to stop 
and talk. ‘ Bring the sponge and sponge his face.’ She 
drew her veil over her head and shrank back. ‘I must go! 
I must not remain in a room with all the doors and windows 
uncurtained. He himself will be angry if he wakes and 
finds me here.’ ‘ Very well, go if you wish, and come again 
when he is better. When will you come?’ She did not 
reply, but ran off to the hareem and I’ve seen nothing more 
of her since. I followed close to bar the door after her. 
If I had not done so, I should have had fifty silly women 
buzzing about me all night.” 

‘You were quite alone, then.” 

‘*No more alone than one is when on night duty with a 
patient in a sick-room. I went back to Captain Gabriel, 
and at the end of half an hour my efforts were rewarded. 
He began to show signs of returning consciousness. It was 
an immense relief when he opened his eyes at last. Icouldn’t 

tell whether the dose administered would be fatal or not. 
Jimmy ! it was a nasty jar.” 

‘** I’m sure it was. Who did it?” 

‘““T can’t say. Nourma accused her sister-in-law; but 
it is difficult to get to the bottom of the mystery. There 
are wheels within wheels in an establishment of this kind.” 

Dumbarton did not speak for some seconds. What he 
had heard was disturbing. It was not the kind of thing 
that he had expected when he helped in getting Nurse 
Mary the appointment. At length he said seriously : 

**'You must leave these people to their own devices and 
come back to us.’ 

‘*What about my patient ?” she asked in consternation 
at his drastic remedy. 

‘You can bring him with you.” 

““He won’t come. He is to have a month’s leave and 
nothing will stir him from here—unless we can manage to 
persuade his wife to come too. She will never consent because 
of her gosha rules,” 
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“Then you must return without him.” 

She glanced at him with a light in her eye which he found 
disconcerting. 

“What about the new Commandant?” she asked. 

““Oh! confound all this husband and wife business! ” 
cried Jimmy, exasperated into something as nearly approach- 
ing irritation as a man of his temperament could be. “ It’s 
the very deuce!” 

She laughed at the perplexed expression that clouded his 
face and the laugh did not mend matters. 

** Poor old Jimmy! It’s a shame to drag you into these 
matrimonial puzzles,” she said. ‘‘ I herewith absolve you 
from all responsibility with regard to mine. You helped 
me to get away and that suffices. You are to do nothing 
more. Now to go back to Gabriel as 

‘** Hang Gabriel; I'll attend to him when I look at him 
professionally by and by. I want to tell you that Edenhope 
arrived the very day you left. It was a lucky thing for you 
that you went off that morning.” 

‘“‘ Before the bogey appeared, yes; I suppose it was; 
but I really don’t know. We were saved an awkward 
position, certainly. But apart from myself I am very glad 
that I came here with Captain Gabriel. I am sure that 
it has been a very good thing for him in more ways than 
one. There isn’t a single man or woman in this house who 
has any sympathy with him, and they would all rejoice to 
see him go; all, perhaps, but his poor wife.’’ 

Jimmy ignored the subject and went back to the matter 
uppermost in his mind. 

‘The new Commandant took over charge that very day, 
and Ufford managed to get away by the night mail.” 

“Colonel Ufford was a pleasant man to work under,” she 
observed. Then she added: “I say, Jimmy! Don’t you 
think we had better be going back ? I want to be there as 
soon as Captain Gabriel is dressed. I must see him and be 
ready to answer his questions. If he suspects that he was 
drugged, he’ll see red; and there'll be no end ofa 
row.” . 

‘Well! what if there is! I should make a row myself 
if that sort of thing happened to me.” 

It is all very well for you to talk in that way, but you 
don’t understand. what a row means in a house like this. 
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They all lose their heads and their self-control till one is 
fairly frightened for the consequences.” 

‘TI daresay; but, dearest, do listen; I want to tell you 
about Edenhope; he’s changed.” 

“Not for the worse! Oh! Jimmy! don’t say that he is 
a duller dog than he was!” she cried with mock horror. 

Jimmy tried to look severe as he took upon himself the 
part of mentor and attempted to scold her. 

“You are a dear; you know you are—usually—but 
just now you are not behaving very nicely.” Then he 
changed his tone and added pathetically : ‘‘ Darling, don’t 
be naughty !” 

“It’s you who are naughty, talking to me in that way 
when I asked you to be serious! I shall tell the chauffeur 
to turn round and go back to the house. I’m getting anxious 
about Captain Gabriel,”’ she said, making a move to put her 
threat into execution. 

He laid a restraining hand on her arm. 

**T am quite serious; more so than you think,” he said 
impressively. ‘‘ You must give me another ten minutes. 
I feel sure Gabriel is still sound asleep and will remain so 
till midday. I want to tell you more about Edenhope. 
He asked me where you were and what you were doing.” 

** Inquisitive old person! What did you say?” 

“I did not tell him that you were one of our staff; or 
mention the fact that you had taken up nursing ;, although 
I am under the impression that he suspected it.”’ 

““Oh! but why didn’t you let him know that I was one 
of your leading ladies? That was rather unkind of you. 
It seems as if you were ashamed of me. Have I donc 
anything to forfeit your esteem, Dr. Dumbarton ? ” 

Jimmy looked more puzzled than ever. He did not under- 
stand her mood and he distrusted her flippancy. He ignored 
the question she asked. It was too much like a red herring 
across the trail. He put on a dignity that was rather a 
misfit and said severely : 

“IT was convinced that you would prefer to keep your 
ate a secret—for reasons best known to your- 
self.”’ 

“I don’t care two straws whether he knows or whether 
he remains in ignorance. You may be sure that I shall not 
trouble to send him my address; but if he finds it out in 


300 DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


the ordinary course of events, it does not matter a button, 
@ regimental button ! ”’ 

‘‘Then, dearest and best of women, why did you run 
away 7?” 

** Because I did not wish to find myself a second time with 
him under the same roof. Jimmy, you are a good old friend 
and I am not going to quarrel with you, but—you bore me 
stiff when you talk about your Commandant. I’ve no use 
for him. The mention of his name leaves me cold and 
uninterested. Don’t ask me why; it is a matter that only 
concerns him and myself. There! I’ve told you more 
than I’ve told any one else and given you a peep behind the 
scenes. I like you too well to wish you to run any risk of 
burnimtg your fingers at my fire. Tell me about yourself 
or talk of my patient and I will sit up at attention at once.” 

Jimmy’s dreams of a romantic reconciliation melted into 
thin air. He sighed deeply. | | 

** One thing more I must tell you before I order the chauf- 
feur to drive back,” he said. ‘“‘ Edenhope asked after Cap- 
tain Gabriel and Nurse Mary; Ufford had mentioned the 
circumstances connected with you both; and he expressed 
his intention of coming over here to see Gabriel for himself.” 

‘‘ And why? Has he no confidence in your judgment ? ”’ 

‘“‘ He does not approve of an English lady being left as a 
resident nurse in a Muhammadan family. He would never 
have consented to your coming here; and when he has heard - 
of your adventures, I am sure he will insist on your leaving.”’ 

Nurse Mary made no comment, but her lips closed just a 
little firmer and a sparkle of opposition came into her eye. 
It was of no use to argue the point with Jimmy, who was 
inclined to agree with Edenhope on the advisability of her 
speedy return. It would be best to turn the conversation 
into safer channels and give it a less serious tone. Serious- 
ness and severity did not suit Jimmy; they sat ill upon 
him, and she liked him least when he tried to lecture and 
dictate. 

‘‘I wonder—I wonder——” she began, puckering her 
brow. : 

‘** What ?”’ asked Dumbarton, his mind still on the sub- 
ject they had been discussing. Her words raised a sudden 


hope that she was beginning to think better of her reckless 
indifference, 
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_ ‘Whether Captain Gabriel is raising the roof over last 
night’s events; and whether he is putting half the hareem 
to the sword.” | 

Jimmy smothered a word that rhymed with jam. 

“Nurse Mary, you are taking everything too flippantly. 
You have scoffed at the Commandant, and now you are 
making fun of a situation that has already given evidence 
that a power for evil is working against Gabriel and his 
friends. First there is the detention of his wife and inter- 
ference in their domestic relations. Then there is the dop- 
ing. That in itself is an ugly incident and may easily lead 
_ to something worse.”’ 

She became serious instantly. 

*‘ Jimmy ! you don’t think they would dare——?” she 
paused, not liking to put the sudden suspicion roused by 
what he said, into words. 

“‘ These well-to-do natives living in big houses like this 
will dare anything if their minds are set upon it. They 
evade police inquiry by pleading gosha and purdanasheen 
rules; and they are able to cover up all sorts of crimes. 
This is a model native state, I know ; but I don’t care whether 
it is British or native; the rich man with his rabbit-warren 
of a house knows how to keep his family affairs to himself 
and out of the police court. Of course if anything happened 
to you, it would be another matter altogether.” 

“Then you think I am safe. I shall not disappear mys- 
teriously and be seen no more.” 

** There would be the deuce of a row if your little finger 
was hurt. They know that and therein lies your safety as 
far as your life is concerned. But you might have a nasty 
fright. You have your own cook and table servant, haven’t 
you?” 

** And ayah; but Judy is not at all happy. She is always 
worrying me to let her go back to Bangalore.” . 

“Wm!” grunted Jimmy. “ Another sign of the times. 
I’m not surprised.” 

“* J don’t see what she has to fear. She is only a servant.” 

“* She knows more of what is going on behind the scenes 
than you do; and she is afraid.” 

** Of what ?” asked Nurse Mary with a touch of impatience. 

““Of more—accidents.”’ 

“At any rate, accidents won’t happen to her.” 


202 DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


“They might, if she saw more than the wire-pullers 
thought 6d for their own health. Mahmoud, Gabriel’s 
man, has been removed; and another man belonging more 
to the house than to Gabriel has been put in his place. 
Mahmoud’s absence was at once taken advantage of to 
get the drugging done last night.” 

‘“Mahmoud’s case was a bona fide accident. You can’t 
accuse the family of keeping a tame tiger to strike down 
people they want to get rid of.” | 

Dumbarton turned to another subject. 

** How do they feed you here?” 

- Splendidly. I have everything I want. They sent 
me in some mangosteens the other day and strawberries 
from the gardens near Bangalore. The graft mangoes are 
like nectarines. Yesterday Cassim put a large box of choco- 
late on the table. They give me game and fish as well as 
fowls. I am in the lap of luxury, to use an old expression ; 
I had no idea that natives knew how to make themselves 
so comfortable.” 

Dumbarton murmured: something about the sword of 
Damocles; but as he had previously assured her that she, 
herself, was safe from molestation, his words carried no 
weight. 

‘* However well they treat you, I wish you would come 
back to the Hospital,’ he said aloud. 

She shook her head with a little laugh. 

‘ I'm far too interested in Captain Gabriel’s affairs to leave 
him.”’ 

‘‘There are others in whom you ought to be even more 
interested,” he said severely. 

‘Take me back, Dr. Dumbarton.” 

He leaned forward and gave the order. 


CHAPTER XXII 


UMBARTON was far from satisfied with his téte-a-téte 
in the car. All through it he felt that he was up 
against a hardness and want of the softer attributes of a 
loving woman. She had been sinned against, but not 
beyond forgiveness. Naturally she was of a loving nature. 
He had had evidence of that fact in her ministrations to the 
suffering. Tender, pitiful, gentle and kind she had always 
been. The fountain was there, but it did not flow in the 
direction of the man she had married. 

In the goodness of his heart he regretted it deeply, and 
he was disappointed as the prospect of the reconciliation 
upon which he had set his heart faded. He stole a glance at 
her as the chauffeur turned the car on the broad unfenced 
road and plucked up courage to revert to the subject which 
was uppermost in his mind. 

‘“Then Edenhope may come and see you if he likes ? ” 

“Oh ! yes ! why not ? ” she replied in an off-hand manner. 

“And you will see him ? ” . 

“Tf I don’t lose my sight between this and then.”’ She 
turned and looked at him with a smile that only increased 
his dissatisfaction. ‘‘ Buck up, Jimmy! Don’t look so 
distressed. The Commandant is quite happy. He created 
the situation himself; why alter it? I am happy in my 
work ; why try to switch me off? Let sleeping dogs lie.” 

“You might be happier. I know if you were my 
wife——”’ 

‘* Which I am not, and it’s lucky for you; for I should soon 
be bullying you. When you marry od 

Jimmy protested that the door was closed ; he never would 
marry.  - | 

‘* Oh yes, you will; at least some nice girl will marry you 
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and make you very happy. Now tell me about yourself and 
the rest. How is Nurse Ida? ” 

** She’s all right. Her aunt wants her to take a month’s 
leave. She thinks it would be good for her to see a little of 
the fun during the season. We shall have much less work to 
do now that the fighting is over in Palestine and Mesopo- 
oe and she can be spared: even if you don’t come 

ack.”’ | 

“Then Mrs. Frome is in Bangalore ? ”’ 

“ She has lately arrived. She came down from Bombay 
the day you left. Her husband joined her two days later.” 

Nurse Mary made a mental note of it. The woman must 
have travelled by the same train as Maurice. 

** Where is she staying ? ” 

He named the Hotel; it was the one in which the 
Commandant had his rooms. 

“Does Mrs. Frome know I am here? ” 

“I think not. You are Nurse Mary Hope to all Bangalore, 
including the Commandant.” 

‘Then you haven’t told Nurse Ida? ”’ 

‘* Of course not ! ”’ he replied, looking at her with aggrieved 
eyes. He was hurt to think that she should believe he would 
betray her secret. 

“Good old Jimmy! You're the only friend I’ve got in 
India,”’ she said impulsively ; and her hand closed over his in 
a warm clasp. | 

“* Dearest !’ he cried, his heart bounding again with hope. 
“If only I could persuade you i 

to put my neck under the foot of an unappreciative 
dead-head, you would be happy! Jimmy, I’m not taking 
any, as the soldiers say; I will have nothing to do with | 
changing my line of life. I have found happiness of a kind ; it 
suffices, and I am not disposed to let go my little bone to 
grasp at a shadow that I know in my innermost heart can 
never materialize.’’ Her eyes no longer sought his, and when 
he looked into them he saw there a moisture that was sus- 
piciously like tears. He had caught her off her guard. It 
was only momentary. In another second she was smiling 
with brave gaiety of heart. She turned to him with some- 
thing like entreaty in her voice. ‘“‘ Don’t upset the happi- 
ness that has come to me. Let me be; in pity let me be. 
Here we are! and there’s Michael Sahib and thousands of 
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retainers waiting to greet you!” she cried, as the car ee 
up under the portico. 

The door was opened and they stepped out to face a arc 
of inquisitive eyes. Michael came forward and greeted 
the Sahib from the Hospital with befitting ceremony. He 
led the Doctor through the rose garden and into the 
second verandah, where chairs had been placed and a tarpet 
spread.. 

“If only you had told us that you were going to honour 
us with a visit, I would have made more suitable prepara- 
tions,” said Michael with a reproachful voice. 

‘**T am sorry ; but it was impossible,’’ replied Dumbarton, 
as he seated himself. 

‘* If you will have a chat with Michael Sahib,” said Nurse 
Mary, “I will go to Captain Gabriel’s room and see if he is 
dressed.”’ 

Without waiting for a reply she ran upstairs, and turning 
into her own room she removed her cloak and put on her head- 
dress and apron. Then going to eepneys room she inquired 
if he was dressed. 

She found him lying back in one » of the chairs in his sitting- 
room. His eyes were heavy and, as she anticipated, he was 
moody and silent. 

‘** Dr. Dumbarton has arrived ; he would like to see you,”’ 
she said. 

He rose slowly and with an effort. 

“Where is he?” 

“TI have left him in the verandah of the rose garden. 
Your brother is with him.” 

He followed her like a man in a dream. “I was ill last 
night ? ” he said looking at her with a question in his eyes. 

‘Yes; but you have nearly recovered. Did you smoke 
the hookah after dinner ? ” 

*“No; you know I never touch it. I have never had any 
need of it; but lately I have often thought that it might do 
me good. We Muhammadans don’t take alcohol, but we 
have the equivalents. I shall be driven to them before long.” 

“ Don’t begin. As you have done so long without them, 
H aes bea pity. You took nothing last night to make you 
sleep ? ” 

‘* Nothing -but the dose you gave me after I had forced 
open the door of the hareem.” i 
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= That was only a little bromide ; you have often had that 
before.” 

“And my wife never came after all the promises you and 
my brother made.” He looked at her reproachfully as 
they walked down the central staircase. So then, he had 
not discovered the true state of the case yet. She was glad 
and hoped that he would remain in ignorance a little longer. 

“* To-day I go to the hareem as my fathers went before me 
bie sword in hand to take the woman I want and none 
other.”’ 

* You will do nothing, Captain Gabriel, until you have had 
a talk with me,”’ replied Nurse Mary in her most professional 
tone; but though she put a brave face upon it, her heart: 
beat at the thought of a repetition with further violence of 
yesterday’s incidents. As he cast aside the European dress 
and put on the costume of his race, so he as easily laid aside 
the teaching of the West with its forbearance and restraint, 
and adopted the ways of his ancestors. 

Dr. Dumbarton, hearing steps, rose from his chair, break- 
ing off his conversation with Michael. He went quickly 
forward to meet Gabriel and grasped his hand in a warm greet- 
ing. The cloud that rested on the invalid’s brow lifted and 
the greeting was returned heartily. Then followed swift in- 
quiries as to his health. 

“You are better,’’ cried Dumbarton cheerily. ‘* In fact, 
I might pronounce you quite well. RO will be able to go 
back to duty at the end of a month. 

““T should like to have six aie ordinary leave, sir,’ 
said Gabriel. 

‘IT daresay that could easily be managed with the Com- 
mandant’s recommendation. You would be the better for 
it, no doubt.” 

‘* My brother is to go to England, he tells me,”’ remarked 
Michael, who was listening intently. 

‘* That will be as he pleases. He need not decide just yet ; 
in fact, nothing can be settled till we know what transports 
are available. He can go perhaps after he has had his leave.”’ 
Dumbarton turned to Gabriel. “ Nurse Mary tells me that 
you have been sitting up for a tiger.”’ 

** T saw nothing of it,” replied Gabriel without much anima-. 
tion. ‘If my servant had not been Bracke: I pao’ have. 
said that it was a false alarm.” 
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Here Michael broke in again. 

‘* It is a very mysterious beast, sir. The villagers believe it 
to be.an incarnation of the Rakshah’s son who was associated 
with the goddess of the droog. Her ruined temple may still 
be seen near the top of the hill. That, of course, is orily vil- 
lage talk. I take it to be a wounded leopard which has come 
to seek shelter on the hill.” 

“Then why should it attack Mahmoud ?”? demanded 
Gabriel, turning suddenly to his brother. 

“ Because it is suffering from pain,’’ replied Michael readily. 
‘* A dog or a wolf or hyena under the same circumstances 
would be inclined to attack anyone who came upon it unex- 
pectedly before it had time to get away.” 

‘I hope you will shoot the brute,” said Jimmy. “ Shall 
you sit up for it to-night ? ”’ 

“I don’t know; I have not decided,” he replied, his eyes 
seeking those of Nurse Mary. | 

“The machan is ready,” aid Michael. ‘“‘I have been 

directing the men who are building it this very morning. I 
was on the hill when the honourable Doctor from the Hospital 
arrived. But if, brother, you don’t feel inclined to use it, it 
does not matter.” 
_ He beamed round with his kindly smile that seemed to 
embrace the whole company present, including the large outer 
circle of silent watchers looking on from a respectful distance. 
Then he addressed himself to Dumbarton, 

‘* We are glad, indeed, to have our brother with us ; we 
ye to show our pleasure by giving him everything he 

esires,”’ 

Gabriel’s brow clouded. The one thing he desired had so 
far been denied him by a chain of overwhelming circum- 
stances which militated against the fulfilment of his wish. 
He opened his lips as though he would speak, put relapsed 
into silence. 

Dumbarton was looking towards him for a response to this 
expression of good-will on the part of Michael ; but it was not 
forthcoming. He was inclined to put the Muhammadan 
officer down as sulky and ungrateful; but recalling Nurse 
Mary’s story of the last few days, he realized the intense 
disappointment Gabriel must have sustained ; and he could 
not but acknowledge to himself that the man had good cause 
to be out of temper. | 
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** You would be glad to have Captain Gabriel here for six 
months’ leave,”’ said Dumbarton, addressing Michael again. 

‘** Very glad!” he responded warmly. “ At the same time 
we do not forget the honour, the very great honour, that is 
proposed for him—to receive what he has merited from the 
hand of the great Emperor himself. Our sovereign cannot 
come to Delhi; therefore we must-go to England.” 

“‘- You would not come, would you, Michael Sahib ? ” asked 
Dumbarton. 

‘*T am not sure; we shall see, sir.” 

‘*'You have never. been away from Mysore State,”’ said 
Nurse Mary in surprise. She knew his deeply-rooted conser- 
vatism. 

‘* Who can tell, madam, what an old man may do when his 
heart is moved to it by the younger men,” returned Michael, 
glancing now and then at Gabriel, who sat silent with his 
eyes cast down. “If it would give my brother pleasure, I 
would go, rejoicing to see his good fortune as a father would 
rejoice.”’ 

‘IT shall not trouble you,’ said Gabriel shortly. 

Nurse Mary looked at him with anxiety. His ill-humour 
boded ill for the household, and she was inclined to be 
annoyed with him for his want of courtesy towards his elder 
brother. Anyone could see with half an eye that Michael 
was doing his best to be amiable and pleasant to all alike. 
Dumbarton also felt that something was wrong. It stirred 
his uneasiness once more on Nurse Mary’s behalf, and he 
wished more heartily that she was well out of it. 

‘‘ Captain Gabriel, as you have made so good a recovery, I 
think you can now do without the attendance.of an Hospital 
nurse,” said Dumbarton. ‘* When shall I send the car for 
Nurse Mary ? ” 

As Gabriel did not reply immediately, his brother answered 
for him. 

‘“* We have been most grateful to this kind English lady for 
all she has done. We must not make any further claim on 
her services. Sir, if we may be allowed to pay some- 
thing——” | 

“ You can’t do that,” said Dumbarton, interrupting him. 
‘“‘ She is working under Government, and Government gives 
all that is necessary.” He turned to her and continued in 
the same authoritative tone that he had used throughout the 
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interview with the two Muhammadan gentlemen: ‘ Then 
we may expect you back to-morrow or the next day. I will 
order the car to come for you about this time in the morning.”’ 

“Captain Gabriel, speak!’ cried Nurse Mary impet- 
uously. ‘Can you do without me ? ” | 

** Yes and no!” he replied bluntly. “ I wish you to stay 
—until your room is wanted. You know what I mean.” 

‘* Then I stay,’ she said, nodding her head at Gabriel, 
whose eyes were fixed upon her in entreaty. 

Dumbarton looked from one to the other. He disap- 
proved of the appeal she had made. Why could she not 
leave these people to settle their own affairs without allowing 
herself to be brought into it to champion one side against 
the other? She was playing with fire unconsciously. 

‘You had better come back,” he said to her. 

** J will leave this place as soon as my work here is finished. 
At present it is only half done.” 

Dumbarton was wise enough not to press the matter. Her 
determination to remain was undoubtedly strengthened by 
her unwillingness to return to the Hospital with her husband 
there as Commandant, in spite of her expressed indifference. 
He rose from his chair. 

* With your kind permission, Michael Sahib and Captain 
Gabriel, I will take my leave.” 

Gabriel grasped the hand held out. 

** Thank you, sir, for letting me keep Nurse Mary a little 
longer. I will take every care of her, I promise you,” he said 
in a low voice; and without waiting for a reply he strode 
away in the direction of his rooms. 

Michael came forward with more ceremony, salaaming in 
the oriental fashion before he shook the outstretched hand of | 
the Doctor Sahib. 

** J should like to see Mahmoud, the man who was attacked 
by the tiger,’’ said Dumbarton. 

There was a slight pause before Michael spoke. Nurse 
Mary noticed it and said : | 

‘* As I bound up the wound I wish the Doctor to see what I 
have done. One always likes to have one’s work approved of 
by the master.” 

Certainly! With pleasure! Daood will lead the way 
and show your honour where the man sleeps. He is better 
and the wounds are healing well.” 

P 
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He gave the old peon his orders, and followed by his suite 
he made a royal exit. 

** Qne of the old nobility, living up to the traditions of the | 
family,’’ said Dumbarton, as he glanced after him. | 

** You see for yourself, Jimmy, that I am in good hands. 
Neither of those men will allow me to come to any harm.” 

‘““H’m ! that depends!” | : 


CHAPTER XXIII 


- HERE are you going to breakfast ?”’ asked Nurse 
Mary, as she and Dumbarton followed Daood. 

‘In the car. I brought a tiffin basket with me.” 

** Sorry I can’t ask you to join me in my room upstairs. 
It is best to do as you propose.” 

“Oh ! that’s all right! I couldn’t stay anyway, as I must 
be getting back as quickly as possible. Dearest, it has been 
such a pleasure to see you,’’ he continued, his professional 
manner falling away like a cloak thrown aside. 

‘Now, Jimmy ! you are not to talk like that ;’ and she 
held up a warning finger. 

‘* All right, dear love!” 

‘* Seriously ! stop fooling ! ”’ 

“* Yes, darling.” 

He spoke so submissively and put on such a meek and 
humble expression of obedience that she could not help laugh- 
ing in spite of her annoyance. 

‘© Remember that you are still the medical man in charge,” 
she cautioned him. ‘ You are going to look at Mahmoud 
professionally. I flatter myself that under my treatment the 
wound is healing beautifully.” 

‘‘ A clawing by a tiger is not a thing to mend easily. The 
skin, as a rule, is too lacerated and torn to join readily. 
. Another danger is blood-poisoning from the brute’s tainted 
claws, which are very foul. Did you put some stitches in ? ”’ 

“I ventured to do so. There has been no sign of blood- 
poisoning. The wound has kept wonderfully clean and 
nothing has happened to prevent its healing.” 

‘* It’s astonishing how quickly natives get over these kind 
of accidents. Mahmoud is probably a healthy subject.” 

They reached the room where Gabriel’s faithful old ser- 
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vant was lying and together they bent over him. The little 
den was illuminated by a half-glazed door which stood ajar. 
Nurse Mary produced an electric torch. She held it while 
Dumbarton examined the wound. He asked no questions. 
When he had finished he said : | 

“A cruel score. It is a piece of sheer good luck that the 
spine is not injured.” 

He asked the old man to tell him how it all happened. 
Mahmoud was quite ready to go over it again and described 
every detail. He was walking quietly along the path 
approaching the image of the Ammah. He heard nothing 
and passed the plinth turning to go up another flight of rough 
rock-hewn steps. The tiger sprang out behind him and 
seemed to come from the edge of the deep hole, the cleft 
from which no one who had ever fallen into it, returned. 
Where was the hole ? asked Dumbarton. He was told that 
it was exactly opposite to the image. Promising the old 
man a speedy recovery and return to his duties the Doctor 
and Nurse left. 

‘* You did quite right ; your treatment was excellent,” said 
Dumbarton ; but he was deep in thought as he spoke and he 
looked puzzled and perplexed. 

They reached the portico where the car was waiting. 
Several members of the establishment stood about the veran- 
dah, ostensibly to watch for their own amusement the 
starting of the big “ devil carriage.’”” They belonged to 
Michael and the hareem; and they were sent by their supe- 
riors, whose dignity would not allow them to come themselves, 
to report every detail that occurred. In addition they gave 
their own opinions on each little incident down to the fact 
that the English lady walked first and the Doctor Sahib 
followed. This was another proof of the White Ammah’s 
power over everyone with whom she came in contact. 

‘* You’re not satisfied ! ” she cried suddenly. 

** IT am not,” he replied in a low voice as he glanced round. 
** Come inside the car a few minutes. I can’t say anythi 
here with all these people round us; I shall be overheard.” 

She entered the car, and at his directions it moved about 
twenty yards away from the house, stopping under a large 
neem tree that overhung the carriage drive. 

** IT don’t like it,’’ was his first remark. 

‘“‘ What don’t you like ? ” she asked, 
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‘** There is more intrigue going on than I thought at first ; 
and the people, who are pulling the strings, are as unscru- 
pulous as orientals always prove themselves to be, when their 
hearts are set upon accomplishing some design.”’ 

** Don’t go over that ground again, Jimmy. You bore me 
to death,”’ she said, losing her patience at his persistence. 
“I have told you that I am not afraid of the scheming that 
may or may not be going on; and I shall remain on here a 
little longer.”’ 

“If you will take my advice, you will clear out of it 
to-day, to-morrow, it can’t be too soon.” 

‘*No use your talking like that. If you have nothing 
better to say, Pll go back to Captain Gabriel. I don’t like 
leaving him too long.” 

She rose to open the door of the car herself; but he took 
her arm to detain her. She glanced at his troubled face and 
knew that he was more than usually disturbed. Not once 
had he offered to make a bet, a sure sign that his mind was 
occupied with other and more serious matter. The thought 
brought a smile to her lips. He noted it and concluded that 
she was laughing at his fears. He grew graver than ever. 

‘* Nurse Mary, we can’t have you taking any risks.” 

She released herself from his grip with a little shake, and 
her movement betrayed irritation. 

** Tell us something fresh, Jimmy.”’ 

‘* If you were nearer we could look after you,’ he went on, 
ignoring her flippant remark. “ But at this distance there 
are difficulties in communicating; as, for instance, in the 
non-delivery of your letters.” | 

‘By the by, what did Michael Sahib say on the sub- 
ject?” 

“Oh ! the usual thing ! that he would inquire into it and 
punish the man if need be. I'll do him the justice to say 
that he seemed much vexed.” 

‘““ Could he account for it?” : 

‘* He put it down to the cooly not liking the extra walking 
it involved without extra pay in coming up to the Hospital. 
It makes another mile for him. I shall send an orderly every 
day for a report which you will please write. Let your 
man, Cassim, hand it to him. The man will come by train 
and walk on from the station. I shall run over again in 
the car in a day or two; and if I am not satisfied——” 
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He paused with his eyes upon her, not quite sure if he 
might venture to declare his intention. 

‘Well! You may as well let me know the worst, Dr. 
Dumbarton. What am I to expect ?” 

‘*____T shall put the matter into the hands of the Com- 
mandant and he will order you back to Hospital.” 

She made no reply. The indignant and rebellious pro- 
testation he anticipated did not come. After a pause he 
said rather lamely : 

** What will you do if that happens ? ” 

** ‘Why, obey his orders of course ! what else could I do? ” 

‘You wouldn’t mind returning?” he asked in astonish- 
ment. 

“Why should I?” she returned, looking at him with 
a sparkle of combativeness in her eyes. 

“If that is the case, why on earth did you run away ?”’ 

“ For change of air and scene ; rest from work and to give 
myself time to think.”’ 

‘** And the result of having had a rest and a change and 
time to think is——’” 

‘* That being in excellent health, I don’t care, as I said 
before, a brass button whether I return to the Hospital after 
my work here is done ; or whether I get leave and go to the 
hills as I intended.” 

She made another attempt to leave the car, which he again 
prevented. 

** You had better know the whole truth since you are SO 
confoundedly obstinate.” 

He spoke with an unusual touch of roughness. She turned 
and looked at him inclined to be offended. 

** The truth about what ?—my husband ? ”’ she asked just 
a little breathlessly. 

“No! no! [ve nothing to say about him except that 
he is one of the best ; the very best,” he responded quickly. 

Something very like a sigh escaped her and ane put another 
question. 

‘© What is it all about, mysterious man 7 7 

“Tt concerns Mahmoud and his wound. I didn’t mean to 
worry you with my suspicion; suspicion, mind; for I can’t 
speak with any certain knowledge. I can only tell you what 
I actually know. Itis this: that wound was never the work 
of a tiger or a leopard. The cuts are too clean. They have 
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been made with sharp steel, although how or by whom I 
cannot imagine. His coat I think you told me was in 
ribbons.” 

“Yes; and I should say that nothing but claws could 
have torn the stuff into such regular strips,” she objected. 
‘The wounds on his poor back might have been ruled, so 
parallel are they to each other. If he had been scored with 
a knife, the wounds could not have been parallel; nor could 
they have been of such even depth. Then, too, who could 
have been so cruel as to hurt the old man? He has no 
enemies.”’ | 

Jimmy allowed her to talk without interruption; he was 
thinking. | 

‘* It was one way of getting rid of him,” he said presently. 
‘“Mahmoud would never have let his master be drugged. 
There you have it plain. Some devil is at work, and if I 
am not mistaken the strings are pulled from the hareem. It 
is a human tiger that haunts the droog, and Captain Gabriel 
will never get him by lying up over a bait. Now you under- 
stand, perhaps, why I want you to leave.” 

‘* A human tiger ! a human tiger ! ’’ she repeated to herself 
softly. ‘* That accounts for something strange I saw this 
morning.” - 

She told him of her walk to the river and the glimpse she 
had of the striped beast that was lying onthe rock. 

‘* An extraordinary thing happened. While I was watch- 
ing it with my glasses the tiger raised a paw to brush a fly 
from its nose. It seemed to bend its foreleg very awkwardly. 
It showed no knee ; its limb was like a human arm. with the 
elbow distinctly showing.” 

‘* Was the thing striped like a tiger ? ”’ 

** Exactly ; and the skin seemed real enough. It was only 
the action and movements that were unlike.” 

“It is no tiger; it is one of those hareem servants sent 
out to do the Sahiba’s bidding. There you have it as plainly 
as it is possible without being in possession of the actual 
facts. Now will you be convinced that this is not a ‘ healthy 
place,’ as the Tommies say, for any Englishwoman like 
yourself ? °’ 

‘* T don’t draw the same conclusion. It is healthy enough 
for mte for another week or two. Good-bye, Dr. Dumbarton. 
I’ve wasted quite enough time this morning. Off you go!” 
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She jumped down from the car and ran back to the veran- - 
dah, giving him no time to say more. He looked after her, 
craning his head out of the window. He caught a glimpse of 
her as she stood on the top of the verandah steps in her uni- 
form, looking after him. She smiled and waved her hand. 
He felt that he was dismissed and that she had not only had 
the last word but also got her way. 

‘* God keep her safe ! ’’ was the prayer within his heart as he 
sped back to Bangalore. 

He had plenty to occupy his mind as he discussed the con- 
tents of his tiffin basket. Much had happened to upset his 
cherished dream of bringing husband and wife together. 

First and foremost he recognized the fact that, as far as he 
could judge, her love for her husband had died for want of 
nutrition. She had got over the heart-break, but she had 
hardened in the process. He could not pretend to be aston- 
ished. It was the natural result of months of neglect; 
months that were rapidly passing into years. 

So dispirited was he, as he contemplated the situation, that 
he was unable to make a bet with James on the consequences 
e Nurse Mary’s ‘‘ d———d obstinacy in refusing to budge,” as 

e put it. 

From the unsatisfactory relations between husband and 
wife his mind went to the evidence he had of intrigue that was 
going on around her. He had no real fear that any attempt 
would be made on her life. Even the boldest intriguer would 
refrain from bringing an English woman to harm who was 
sent by the British Government into a native family. What 
he dreaded was a tragedy in which Gabriel or his wife figured. 
Such an event would be a shock to which it was unnecessary 
she should be subjected. - 

Why couldn’t she leave these Muhammadans to worry out 
their own affairs? If Gabriel could not control his own 
establishment, he deserved to suffer. It was a mistake to 
interfere. As he had pointed out, it was impossible to cham- 
pion one side against the other without running a grave risk 
of burning one’s fingers badly. 

On one point he was able to come to a decision. After 
what she had said and her expressed indifference to Eden- 
hope, he, Jimmy, need no longer consider himself bound to 
secrecy. He not only felt justified in disclosing her address, 
but he was further convinced that he was doing his duty in 
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letting Edenhope know all that he knew himself. It was too 
great a responsibility to keep it to himself. He determined 
to unburden himself before he slept. 

He arrived at the Hospital about midday. Edenhope had 
gone back tothe Hotel, leaving word that he should not re- 
turn till the evening, as he had calls to make. . 

At a quarter past nine the Commandant walked into the 
verandah, where Jimmy as usual was waiting. He greeted 
him cheerily. . 

**Hallo!. Dumbarton! Everything all right in the 
Hospital and no set-backs? That’s all right. Let’s go 
round at once and we shall have time for a chat and a smoke 
afterwards.” 

It was not until three-quarters of an hour later that Jimmy 
was able to give his report on his morning expedition. When 
he had finished, Edenhope remarked : : 

*“'We must have that nurse back. Evidently there are 
serious family jars; squabbles between the brothers’ wives ; 
and she is best out of it.” | 

- ““T believe she wants to apply for leave, sir.” 

** She’s a V.A.D., isn’t she? So of course she can have 
leave. Where does she think of spending her leave?”’ - 

**QOn the hills, I believe.’’ 

‘Let her have a form to fill in and Pll sign it. By the 
by, what did you say her name was? Nurse Mary what ? ” 

' Dumbarton paused as a doubt assailed him. Did Nurse 
Mary mean all she said this morning? It might have been 
bravado; words spoken without due consideration. He 
would be sorry to do anything to bring trouble. He looked 
at his companion and wished with all his heart that he knew 
more of the husband’s attitude towards his wife. Would . 
he persecute her? From what he had seen of him, he could 
not believe it possible that Edenhope would behave other- 
wise than as a man of good breeding and honour. He took 
the plunge and said, while he pretended to busy himself 
over the lighting of another cigarette : , 

‘‘ She is known as Nurse Mary Hope. Her real name is— 
er—Rosemary Edenhope. She’s your wife, sir.”’ 

For a few seconds Edenhope did not speak. Then he 
said in a low voice which seemed hardly under control : 

‘“Why didn’t you tell me this when I asked you for her 
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“IT had not her permission then. You did not ask me 
for her address. Not that I could have given it until I had 
seen her.” 

‘Did she send me any message? ”’ 

“No, sir.’ - 

““She knows I am here?” 

** She saw your name in the Gazette on your arrival at 
Bombay.”’ 

““And managed to get away before I could reach 
this !”’ he responded quickly and with a touch of bitter- 
ness. 

‘“The opportunity came. She would have taken it in 
any case whether you were coming or not; she wanted a 
change as well as a rest,” said Dumbarton, unconsciously 
defending her action. 

** Knowing that I am here, she does not mean to come 
back. I take it that that’s how the matter stands.”’ 

“I couldn’t say, sir, what she really intends to do. Per- 
haps—after she has seen you ” Jimmy hesitated ; 
he wanted to say that it must remain with Edenhope him- 
self whether his wife could be persuaded to come back ; 
and the two of them would have to fix the terms themselves, 
The terms concerned no one else; but he was not on suffi- 
ciently intimate footing with his Commandant to speak 
what was in his mind. 

** Will she see me?’”’ asked Edenhope, his eyes fixed on 
his companion. 

‘* Nurse Mary will have to return here, I imagine, to pack 
up before going to the hills. She took very little besides her 
uniform and riding kit.” a 

‘‘ Her riding kit! is she riding there ? ”’ 

‘Captain Gabriel has mounted her and they ride every 
afternoon. Apparently it is one of the pleasures of staying 
there.” 

Edenhope remembered Rosemary’s delight in riding. 
Some of his happiest days in England were spent with her 
in the saddle. His cigarette was only half smoked, but it 
had gone out. He threw the end over the balustrade of 
the verandah with a jerk that sent it far away. 

‘* You say you asked her to leave Gabriel and cut her visit 
to him short?” 

‘Yes; but I made no impression. She is determined 
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to see him happily settled with his wife; to defeat the in- 
trigues of the hareem. She believes that she can bring about 
their reunion in a day or two; and as soon as it is accom- 
plished she will be ready to leave.” 

‘**Is she much interested 4 in this Captain Gabriel ? ” 

‘She can think of nothing else.” 

There was silence. Kdenhope sat like a statue, his eyes 
fixed, his thoughts busy. Jimmy’s information had given 
him a shock. It had come so abruptly. 

Dumbarton continued to smoke. In the silence that 
ensued he had time to consider Edenhope’s last question 
and his own reply. ‘‘She can think of nothing else.”? On 
second thoughts this might be slightly misleading, and 
might do Nurse Mary an injustice, which was the very last 
thing he desired. It implied that her mind was full of 
Gabriel’s affairs to the exclusion of all other interests. With — 
the intention of modifying this, he said : 

“Nurse Mary is above the average in her profession. 
Here we have given her some of the worst cases to deal with, 
and she has always been successful. Ufford had the greatest 
faith in her——”’ 

‘Did he know who she was?” asked Edenhope, inter- 
rupting Jimmy’s panegyric. 

*“No one knew that she was your wife except myself; 
and I kept her secret faithfully, although she never once 
asked me to do so. Everybody here takes her for a single 
woman. She has laid aside her wedding ring.”’ 

‘“*Her servants knew the truth.” 

“They kept silence for the very excellent reason that 1 no 
one ever took the trouble to question them. She threw 
herself heart and soul into the work and went nowhere. 
Ufford himself was only interested in her as part of his 
machinery. She was Nurse Mary to everybody, and nothing 
else; and she is Nurse Mary still to the establishment. 
She has taken up Captain Gabriel’s case with her customary 
enthusiasm. She believes that she knows his needs—peace 
of mind and domestic happiness—and she is determined 
he shall have it. Nothing we can say will draw her away 
from a half-finished job unless, of course, you exercise your 
authority as Commandant. She must see it through, even 
if she has to die for it ; a wonderful woman, one in a thou- 
sand,” concluded Jimmy, lowering his voice until the hearer 
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might very well have imagined that he was talking to 
himself. 

** Good-night !”’ said Edenhope; and rising he walked 
swiftly away in the direction of the Hotel. | 

To his surprise he found Mrs. Frome in the verandah. At 
his appearance she called him by name. He had not intended 
to stop and was striding towards his rooms. At the sound 
of her voice he was obliged to halt. 

‘* Come here, Maurice,”’ she said m her low, persuasive 
voice. 

“I have some letters to write,” he replied, hesitating. 

“Of course you have! It is probably the only quiet 
hour you get in the day for correspondence. All the same, 
I want to speak to you. I won’t keep you more than five 
minutes.” 

She moved towards the big central hall. It was empty. 
The inmates of the Hotel had either gone to bed or they were 
away spending the evening with friends. 

**T want to ask about my niece Ida. In my opinion she 
is working too hard. She has been at this nursing business 
for more than a year without a holiday. It is time she 
had one.” 

‘Tell her to apply in the usual way,’ he said. 

She watched him closely. He spoke as usual, but some- 
thing in his manner excited her curiosity. Although she 
had taken a seat, he had remained standing, his hand on 
the back of a small chair, his knee on the seat where he 
should have placed himself if he had followed the motion 
of her hand. 

‘*Ida refuses to apply.” 

“Then she doesn’t want leave.” 

‘*She must be made to take it; I can’t have her over- 
working ; there is no necessity for it.” 

“I must leave the persuading to you, Claudia. I’m 
afraid we can’t force her into doing what she does not wish ; 
and for the present the work is slack. You need have no 
fear that she will overdo it. Sheseems in excellent health 
and spirits.”’ 

‘You have heard her chaffing with Dr. Dumbarton ? ” 
' ** Several times; they are the best of friends and he’s a 
very good fellow. Sorry I can’t help you further,”’ he said, 
releasing the chair and preparing to move on. — 
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‘“*Maurice!’’ she cried. ‘“‘ There is one thing more. 
Have you had any news of your wife ?”’ Her eyes searched 
his face. 

““Yes,”’ he replied after a slight pause; the question 
displeased him. 

“She is well, I hope ? ” 

** Very well,” he answered shortly and turning away as 
if the conversation had come to an end, 

Mrs. Frome rose from her chair and came close to him. 
She slipped her hand within his arm and looked into his 
eyes. 

**Poor old boy! you are worried. You don’t like the 
news you have heard. Please say nothing. I only want 
to give you my sympathy and say how much, how very 
much, I feel for you.’ 

Her voice again purred over him and reminded him of a 
friendly cat. He felt that he was doing her an injustice 
in allowing himself to think of one of the feline species. 

**'You are very kind as usual, Claudia,’ he said; but 
though his words were all that they should have been, the 
tone in which they were spoken did not please her. 

** What is she doing ?”’ she asked. 

** Nursing,—her old employment.” 

“Is she at an hospital ? ” 

‘** No—not now; she is with a private patient.” 

** And you think of disturbing the arrangement and of ask- 
ing her torejoin you? Maurice! don’t! Let her stay there. 
She will only prove a stumbling- -block in your ait if you 
ask her to enter your life again.” 

“I don’t know,” he said in perplexity. : 

‘There ! the very thought of her brings worry. I could 
see it in your face the moment you came in. You were 
contented and happy up to to-night. Now your peace of 
mind is gone, You like your work; you have your friends. 
Let well alone and don’t go seeking trouble for yourself.” 

** But what if she should wish 

‘Need you, after this long separation, inquire what she 
wishes ? She will tell you herself if she desires any change. 
Why upset her present arrangements ? She is probably 
leading a useful life in the sphere she has chosen and it is 
one that suits her and satisfies her. If she joins you it 
ynay not be satisfying either to you or to her,” 
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He did not reply ; on the other hand, he made no attempt 
to break away. 

‘* Maurice |’ she breathed nearer to his ear. ‘* Maurice ! 
do you honestly want your wife?” 

With a firm abrupt movement he freed himself. 

‘* God alone knows ! ” he said under his breath, as he strode 
away in the direction of his rooms. 

Claudia looked after him with a shade of annoyance on 
her fine, regular features. 

‘© What fools men are! Ican’t see him as a married man; : 
he is cut out for a bachelor; one of those pleasant men who 
make life tolerable for us in India. I am not going to give 
him up to that impossible girl without a struggle. Unless 
I am much mistaken, she will make a better nurse than 
wife. She had better remain a nurse.’ 


CHAPTER XXIV 


JT ‘HE smile as well as the sparkling brightness died out 
of Nurse Mary’s face as the car passed through the 

big gateway and disappeared behind the wall of the grounds. 
She could watch its progress along the road by the cloud of 
dust it raised. The “honk! honk!” of the horn fell on 
her ear for some seconds after all signs of the car had vanished. 

She felt rather like a schoolgirl who had just been left at 
school by her best friend and guardian. The school con- 
sisted of her own thoughts and not of her work. Jimmy’s 
words had raised a tumult in her mind. She had not had time 
to think out the situation nor decide on any definite course 
of action. | 

When she departed from Bangalore, she was under the 
impression that she had only to escape from personal con- 
tact with her husband to avoid a disturbance in the even 
current of her life. If she kept “‘ out of sight,” she would 
continue to be “‘ out of mind ” as far as he was concerned. 
There would then be no danger of her being invited or even 
perhaps commanded to submit to a repetition of her night- 
mare of a honeymoon. | | 

She was not inclined to intrigue. for secrecy and put her- 
self and her friends in a false position by asking them to 
observe secrecy when it might involve a suppression of the 
truth. At the same time she was thankful to all who would 
refrain from talking of her concerns. No one in the Hospital — 
but Dumbarton: knew that she was a married woman, for 
she wore no wedding ring and was never styled otherwise 
than as Nurse Mary Hope. | 

As she talked with Jimmy she was swayed by changing 
moods. At first she was inclined to be her natural warm- 
hearted self; but the more she considered the circum- 
stances in which she was placed, the more she hardened, 
passing from the soft and gentle to the defensive, 
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She had been determined not to see her husband if she 
could help it. She was afraid of herself ;+ afraid lest she 
should soften towards him and bring about the very situation 
she dreaded. An appeal from him, amounting to a demand 
that she should take up her position as his wife under the 
old conditions that existed at Coonoor, would put her to 
the pain of refusing what he might consider a call of duty, but 
which she knew would only revive the old heart-breaking 
misery. 

The hardening process had strengthened her and she 
found herself at the present moment quite ready to face him 
and let him discover for himself that she was indifferent ; that 
anything he did now would not affect her. She could hold 
her own ; take a strong line and refuse to put her neck under 
a matrimonial yoke such as he seemed to require. She 
would like him to understand that she did not care a brass 
button, as she herself had put it to Jimmy, whether they 
met or whether they avoided each other. She was most 
anxious now to impress on Edenhope the fact that he was 

nothing to her. | 

She had forgiven him. Oh! yes! She reassured herself 
on that point. She had forgiven him for being a bear and a 
brute to her; for being unlovable and unworthy of any 
woman’s consideration. 

What puzzled her most, as she thought it over, was the 
question why she had not discovered his true character 
before she made this unfortunate marriage. However, 
there it was! She was dealing with plain facts that could 
not be denied, as a plain, straightforward woman who had 
thrown aside romance and torn the veil of the inexperienced 
girl from her eyes. 

It was extremely unlikely, she thought, as she remembered 
his departure from Coonoor, that he would seek an interview. 
If he came over officially, she would know how to meet 
him. He made it clear to her that he wished never to see 
her again. No tragedy, if you please! No secret sorrow 
business. No reproachful look! Above all, no love-lorn 
attitude! He should find her the professional nurse; the 

cheerful attentive Hospital attendant whose sole object in 

life at the moment was the restoration of the patient’s 
health. 
When Jimmy had first spoken of her possible return to7 
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Bangalore, it had been on the tip of her tongue to say that 
nothing on earth would induce her to go back. -But before 
he left she had been able to put on her cloak of indifference, 
and defy fate to do its worst ; she had succeeded in convinc- 
ing him that she did not care where she went. If it suited 
her to return to duty at the Hospital and work under the 
new Commandant, she would do so. It must be for her 
husband to make a move and get ‘himself transferred if 
he found the position intolerable. 

She would have laughed to scorn the idea that jealousy 
had anything to do with her feelings. At the same time 
the process of hardening quickened at the mention of Mrs. 
Frome’s name. | 

‘* She is welcome to him! She can have him as one of 
her puppy-dogs if she likes! I have no use for a dead- 
head of his 74¢! ’”’ she said to herself, as she walked slowly up 
the long flight of stairs. i 

In spite of her indifference, she was still unable to recall the 
events of the past without little flames of anger at the manner 
in which he had treated her. They darted through her 
now and then, and they left her with shining eyes that looked 
as though the tears were not far off. Even as she went 
upstairs her eyes smarted. She rubbed them angrily. 

“What a fool I am! This is self-pity, which is at the 
bottom of most of the misery of this world. Now, Nurse 
Mary !”’ she continued, addressing herself severely, “‘ you 
have got your work cut out for you if you don’t want murder 
done in the hareem. You have no time to think of your 
own affairs. Captain Gabriel is still half asleep. In another 
twelve hours he will be wide awake and very much alive 
to the insult and injury inflicted upon him by those silly 
women behind the purdah. It will be your business, my 
dear, to see that no real mischief is done; so buck up and 
prepare for the worst.” 

She turned into her room and found Cassim there busy 
with a duster. The old man wore a grave expression as he 
went mechanically through his duties. He glanced at his 
mistress more than once and lingered over his work. His 
old-fashioned respect as a servant forbade him to speak 
until she spoke. 

‘““Has Captain Gabriel asked for me?” she inquired 
presently, 
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‘“No, ma’am; he is sitting in his room with his eyes 
shut.” 

‘“Is my breakfast ready? yes? Please bring it in.” 
Then, as he was about to depart to do her bidding, she 
called him back suddenly. ‘“ And Cassim! make a double 
quantity of coffee and boil four eggs instead of two. Also 
I shall want more toast.” 

He stood regarding her with a puzzled look. 

‘* Doctor Sahib coming back to breakfast ?”’ he asked. 
As she shook her head, he continued: “ Missus going to 
Bangalore soon ? ” 

‘* Not till Captain Gabriel is quite well again.” 

‘* Best not to stay here much longer,” the old man ventured 
tosay. “* Plenty bobbery making those people in the hareem. 
Not good people.” 

She looked at him as though she would read what was 
in his mind. | 

**Come here, Cassim. I want to ask you something.” 
She lowered her voice as he stood by her chair. ‘*‘ Why are 
they behaving like this ?’’ Then, as he remained silent, she 
continued: ‘ You know—I suppose the whole house knows. 
—what happened last night ? ” | 

“Very bad business that,” was his reply, as he shook his 
head aad glanced furtively in the direction of the verandah 
as though he feared some one might be listening.* 

‘Tell me, why was it done? ” 

‘*J am only a poor man; I don’t know anything; but 
the servants saying——’ Again he glanced this way and 
that, his ears alert and his eyes everywhere. 

Well ? what do they say ?”’ she asked in a whisper. 

“They say that as long as the big master, the Shahzada, 
and the Beebee stay in this house, our young master will 
never have a son.’ 

‘* And why should that be? ” | 

** Because of——” The words died on his lips. A 
Muhammadan woman showed herself in the bedroom 
doorway. 3 

_ She was the servant who worked under Judy’s directions, 
bringing water for the bathroom and sweeping out the rooms. 

“* What do you want ?” asked Nurse Mary in some annoy- 
ance at the intrusion. 

“Most noble lady,” said the woman in Hindustani, 
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“the doors by which I depart must be barred after me. I 
have finished my work in the rooms of the gracious giver of 
gifts and it is time I returned to my family. Later when 
the sun begins to go down I come again to do the bidding 
ofthe daughter of the sun.” ~ 

Nurse Mary said to Cassim in English : 

“Why isn’t Judy here to superintend this sweeper 
woman ? ” 

** The ayah has gone, ma’am. The driver of the Doctor's 
car brought news that her mother is ill and calls for her. 
She went away walking to the station with the nent 
cooly. 

“She has gone without leave and without her wages, 
She has no business to go in this manner; she should have 
given me proper .notice.” 

“‘ Judy plenty frightened. Village men saying that tiger 
come again. This time near river. Footmarks in mud. 
Very bad tiger.” i 

Cassim shook his head and looked serious. 

“Has it clawed any one again?” 

‘*No, ma’am. This very clever devil tiger; waiting for 
some one. Not wanting common village people. Missus . 
going home soon ? ” 

The pleading expression of his eyes touched her. 

“Do you want to go too, like Judy ?” she asked. ‘‘ Be- 
cause if so, go!” 

“I never leaving missus. I promise master that I stay 
always. If tiger catch missus, then tiger catch this poor 
slave too. But it would be best to go back to Bangalore 
now master has come to Hospital. Then missus will be 
quite safe.” . 

** And leave Captain Gabriel before he is properly cured ! 
English nurses are like sepoys: they never run away from 
their duties.” 

Cassim smiled at the implied compliment to himself ; 
but he was not satisfied and he wished his master would 
come and take a hand in the matter. 

* Allah is good and his Prophet is great! If it is written 
that your Honour should feel the eclaws—which being a devil’s 
claws are sharper than knives—then it must be,” he replied 
with the fatalism' of his race. ‘I go to bar the door and 
see that the sweeper woman has departed.” 


228 DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


Nurse Mary was more annoyed than she cared to admit. 
Mahmoud had been removed by injury; Judy had been 
frightened away. She could not help wondering if any 
means would be found-to get rid of the faithful ‘Cassim. 

She went to Gabriel’s sitting-room and found him seated 
in his chair near one of the windows. He rose as she entered 
and looked at her with heavy blood-shot eyes. 

The servant was laying the cloth for the morning meal. 
He understood his work and moved unobtrusively and noise- © 
lessly. 

“Y want you to come and have breakfast with me in my 
room,” she said, speaking quickly in English which the new 
man did not comprehend. 

‘‘Oh! why ? ” he asked; then, as she did not reply, he 
seemed to catch her meaning. ‘‘ Yes; why not! It won’t 
be the first time you have given me my breakfast, Nurse 
Mary. You think ae 

She stopped him with a gesture. | 

‘“T daren’t speak; I daren’t think—even in English. 
I’m so afraid of being overheard,” she answered, lowering 
her voice almost to a whisper. 

Busy as he was with his duties, the servant found time to 
keep his eyes on the White Ammah. Was she muttering 
spells ? He did not understand the language she used ;_ but 
like an animal he comprehended voice tones ; she was order- 
ing the young master to do or not to do something, and he 
was reluctant to obey. The witch woman was exercising her 
powers of magic. No wonder the ayah had left her this 
morning. The woman had promised to return; but he 
knew better than to believe in the return of the Hindu ser- 
vant of the white woman. She would never come back. 
He watched his young master walk out of the room behind the 
nurse with the obedience of a child. 

** May Allah preserve him! He is good to me; he treats 
me better than I am treated downstairs. It is bad for a 
house to have two masters. There are too many pitfalls in it 
for those who serve.”’ 

Captain Gabriel took his place at the table in Nurse Mary’s 
sitting-room. She fell at once into her old ways, as if they 
were still in Hospital and he was sitting up in bed instead 
of at the table: Being a Muhammadan he was not ham- 
pered by caste rules, and she was able to butter his toast 
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and open an egg for him. She poured out his coffee, looking 

at Cassim. _ 

‘You made this yourself? ” she asked. 

** Yes, ma’am, and brought it straight from our kitchen.” 
He laid stress on the word “ our.” 

** And what about the milk ? ” 

‘“*T saw it drawn from the cow and carried it up myself. 
Just now I have heated it on the charcoal in the verandah.”’ 

She gave Gabriel his coffee. 

‘You are not eating,” she said. ‘‘ This won’t do; you 
must make a good breakfast.” 

‘You are very kind, Nurse Mary; I seem to have no 

appetite.” | 

|“ All the same you must eat.” 

Pri drank the coffee and passed his cup to her to be re- 
ed. 3 
‘**T am very thirsty ; I have had no coffee this morning ; 

it was not to my mind. I believe I had a bad night. What 

happened ? do you know?” 

She made a sign for silence; then she said in a loud 
voice : 

‘**Do you think you will be able to ride this afternoon ? ” 

“*I should like it of all things. It may clear away my 
headache.”’ 

“I, too, shall enjoy a good gallop. How long will this 
beautiful weather last ? ”’ 

‘** Another ‘three or four weeks. We may have a few 
showers. The ryots are hard at work getting in the seed. 
‘Nurse Mary, do tell me——’ 

A tablespoon fell on the floor with a ring and she called 
Cassim to pick it up. As he did so she knocked over a cup 
in its saucer; she rose hastily and came to his side. Under 
pretence of moving his plate, she said in his ear : 

‘‘ Be careful ; some one listens outside.’’ Then she added 
in louder tones: ‘‘ Let me open this second egg. No! sure 
you have had enough?” Again she whispered, “ I'll tell 
you everything this afternoon.” 

It seemed as if Cassim understood something of what she 
wanted. Never had she known him to make such a clatter 
with the plates which he was bringing for the fruit. Gabriel 


_* glanced up at her with a look of impatient inquiry. 


“* Please wait ; there is so much to tell,” she managed to says 
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‘I shall enjoy a ride,’”’ she continued in her ordinary voice. 
‘“*T hope Michael Sahib will let me have the same-horse.”’ 

Here Cassim put down two or three plates that he had 
aimlessly taken up and made a salaam to some invisible 
person in the verandah. — 

‘** Who is there, Cassim ? ’’ she asked. 

‘It is the Shahzada, himself, ma’am.”’ 

Michael advanced to the open doorway in no way abashed 
at being discovered. Nurse Mary greeted him again, al- 
though they had already met that morning. She was care- 
ful to put on a pleasant smile, but she was far from feel- 
ing in a good temper. This espionage was becoming more 
and more intolerable. 

‘“Good morning, Michael Sahib; won’t you come in? 
Captain Gabriel is having breakfast with me.” 

Michael was full of apologies for disturbing them. 

‘* T did not intend that you should see me or even know that 
I was there. I am content to wait until you are free to be 
spoken with. Now, please return to your breakfast,’’ he said 
with an engaging smile and perfect self-complacency, as she 
came out into the verandah. ‘“ Pay no attention to me.” 

Michael’s effrontery was amusing; but it was a little 
embarrassing. Heseemed so innocent of any breach of good 
manners ; so blandly simple and childlike. She could not 
be angry; for it was almost impossible to believe that he 
had deliberately sneaked up to the terrace by an outside 
staircase for the purpose of eavesdropping. Yet he had 
undoubtedly made the most of his opportunities. 

Again she pressed him to come inside the room and sit 
down ; but he raised his hands in protest against an action 
that appeared from his point of view to be a great liberty. 
He glanced at his brother, who was stillseated at the table,. 
as though he thought he ought to apologize for the liberty 
he was taking in breakfasting there. 

In less than five minutes Gabriel rose and joined Michael in 
the verandah. They went to the younger brother’s room. 

** What did the Doctor say about you, brother? Does he 
think that you are better?” asked Michael. 

‘He was satisfied.” 

‘* Did he not suggest that you would perhaps be more com- 
fortable and happier if you returned to the Hospital ? ”’ - 

“That would be impossible since I am no longer an in- 
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valid. You heard him say that I could do now without the 
services of a nurse.’ 

‘* She refused to go; she must think very highly of you, 
brother.” 

‘IT am proud to have her friendship. May Allah reward 
her ! she has been very good to me.’ 

‘I heard her say she would ride with you this afternoon. 
I will order the horses at the usual time. We must do all we 
can to please her. You look tired, my brother.” 

“TI slept badly,” returned Gabriel shortly. 

** Your wife came as was promised ? You have nothing to 
complain of ? If you have, let me speak to my wife, who 
will see to it.” 

‘* T have nothing to complain of.”’ 

Michael shot a keen glance at his brother. He had learned 
in the hareem what had happened and was prepared for an 
outbreak on the part of Gabriel. He was puzzled at his 
quiet, self-contained manner. The thought suddenly oc- 
curred to him that perhaps, after all, Gabriel had not suc- 
cumbed to the little dose administered in the pillau. 

“You found your wife well and happy ; delighted, of 
course, to meet you again, and thinking herself the most 
fortunate woman in the world ? ”’ 

‘* That was so,’’ replied Gabriel listlessly. 

** Then with your permission I will take my leave. It is 
most satisfactory to me to know that all was well. May 
Allah grant you your heart’s desire ! ”’ 

Again he scrutinized his brother closely, convinced that 
something was being held back. The thought disquieted 
him, and when he passed Nurse Mary’s door he stopped and 
coughed gently. She understood the signal and came out at 


once. 

‘*My brother tells me that he had a bad night,” he 
said. 

‘Too much excitement during the afternoon,’ replied 
Nurse Mary in her professional manner. ‘ We will hope that 
it will not occur again.’ 

“Did you see his wife?” 

** Yes ; T barred the door after she left him.” 

“*He was very tired and drowsy, I believe,” remarked 
Michael, trying in vain to gain a little information from 
Nurse Mary’ S impassive face. 
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‘** Did he say so? He might have been sleepy ; but we of 
‘the Hospital have many remedies for drowsiness.”’ 

“Is that so? My wife would be glad indeed to know 
what medicines you use,” he said, his curiosity roused beyond 
control. ; 

- “Ah! we must not tell our secrets, Michael Sahib! The 
Commandant would drive us out if we did.” 

‘““} feared lest something should happen in the end to 
disappoint my brother. I am glad it was otherwise.”’ 

Then Michael did not know all. The young wife had kept her 
secret as Nurse Mary had advised and had admitted nothing. 

‘* Captain Gabriel did not complain of anything else but a 
headache ? ” she observed without any apparent interest in 
his reply. 

** He made no complaint at all; but he does not seem in 
good spirits, not as—as——”’ 

“He will be quite well in a day or two,” she replied 
calmty. “I am afraid you are very anxious; but I assure 
you there is no necessity for it. All will be well.” 

** All will be as Allah wills,” he said as he left her with the 
usual profound salaam. 

Nurse Mary looked after his portly figure. She was 
puzzled. 

‘* It’s his wife who is pulling the strings, and he is -just a 
pawn in the game,”’ she said to herself, as she returned to her 
own room. | 
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CHAPTER XXV 


[’ was known in the hareem that the Sahib and the English 

lady were going to ride that afternoon. Some time 
_ before the hour named for the horses to be brought an excited 
crowd of hidden spectators gathered in the corridors and at 
the screened windows. The sight of the riders never palled. 
It was as fresh and wonderful as on the first day of their 
appearance. Asthe crowd waited for themthe women gos- 
siped and talked. 

“It is useless for the Beebee to fight against fate,” re- 
marked a tall girl, a relative of the house. She was looking 
over the shoulder of a smaller woman, also a family connec- 
tion. ‘‘ The White Ammah is stronger than the Beebee.”’ 

The other asked a question, putting it very plainly. 

‘* It isnot known,” was the reply. ‘‘ The Sahiba Nourma 
says nothing. How many times—verily twenty or more— 
has the Beebee inquired. The answer is always the same. 
‘The White Ammah is strong. She has laid silence upon 
me. I dare not speak or she will kill me!’ ”’ 

‘** And the Beebee, what says she? ” 

** Anger flies into her blood as the red colour of the sun at 
his rising flies through the clouds. She talks of hanging by 
the wrists ; of a heavy stone bound upon her back, and many 
other punishments of the hareem by which obstinate silence 
may be broken; but her threats and promises bring nothing 
more than a repetition of those words. ‘ She has laid silence 
on me. I must not speak.’ ”’ 

“The Beebee would not dare ! ” cried the smaller woman. 
“You forget that it is the young Sahib’s wife ! ”’ 

‘* She will dare anything for the sake of the child.” 

‘* Was the sleeping medicine given last night ? ” 

‘* Without doubt it was given last night in the food as 
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ordered. But the white witch has spells that are stronger 
than any spells we of the hareem can make. If the Sahib 
were even at the point of death, she could call him back.” 

The other made a gesture of agreement and said : 

“It is useless to fight against a greater power than one 
possesses oneself. Only a madman tries to stop an elephant 
on the road with his arm. Moreover, it angers.” 

“If the White Ammah is angry, then we shall all suffer. 
She will bring cholera upon us, or fever, or fire, or some 
calamity. We shall have no peace as long as she stays.” 

: Or as long as the Beebee opposes her will,”’ amended the 
other. 

** Let the young Shahzada have his desire, I say,” said the 
tall girl, with a touch of the inbred imperiousness of the nobly 
born in the Kast. 

** But if it brings trouble, what then ? ” replied the other, 
who was of a less enterprising nature and naturally more 
timid. 

‘‘There are ways by which the trouble may be re- 
moved.” 

The speaker let her eyes dwell on her companion with a 
boldness that showed an inheritance of the same intrepid, 
unscrupulous spirit that swayed the Beebee herself. 

‘“Not without danger to life; and the Sahiba Nourma 
must live or a greater trouble will fall upon us of the Beebee’s 
family.” 

7 Why should she live if it be good for the Shahzada’s 
house that she should die ? ” 

‘“‘ Oh ! daughter of a bat ! where should we be if the Beebee 
were turned out? The young Sahib would take another 
wife with ceremonies that would make her child preferred 
before the Beebee’s little son. The marriage would be made in 
Hyderabad or Mysore ; and what power has the Beebee out- 
side the hareem? She is like the thorn bush in the jungle ; 
she can only scratch and wound where she grows.” 

Gabriel and Nurse Mary passed through the rose garden. 
They were similarly dressed in khaki. Nurse Mary’s tunic 
came below the knee; his was slightly shorter. They were 
not unlike in figure. He was bigger and broader ; but owing 
to his illness he was still spare and slight in build, while she 
was well filled out, a strong, upstanding Englishwoman 
above the medium height. 
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As she walked Nurse Mary made a remark. She wondered 
aloud how many hidden eyes were regarding them as they 
passed by. She suggested that perhaps Gabriel’s wife was 
looking down at him. 

He stopped instantly in his walk. Plucking a rose, he put 
it to his lips. Then with a glance at the venetianed windows, 
he tossed the rose towards the upper story which he knew 
his wife occupied. The flower fell short, of course, and was 
lost among the bushy plants. A gardener marked it down and 
later retrieved it. Before sundown the rose was in Nourma’s 
bosom and the man the richer by a rupee. | 

‘* Now the white witch is a man ! ” said the smaller woman, 
speaking with awe of the miraculous change of sex. The 
other tossed her head with superior knowledge. 

‘* She is always a man, even though at times she looks like 
a woman. The ayah who served her has run away; she 
was frightened. A man named Cassim is her servant now. 
I had it from the sweeper woman. He was once a sepoy and 
his son is in his old regiment.” 

““ Always a man! impossible! She is only a man when 
she rides.”’ | | 

‘* If that is so, why does the young Sahib never throw any 
glances of love at her? There!” she cried with intense 
excitement. “See! Lo! her spells are at work even now. 
He gathers a rose at her bidding! She tells him that his 
wife watches from the upper middle window. Look! he 
smiles! he kisses the flower and he throws it to her. It 
flew into the window even as I watched. This will make 
the Beebee more angry than ever!” | 

“* Where is the Beebee ? ” 

“In the lower story, the room with the two windows, 
one looking on to the rose garden and the other out to the 
front of the portico. The white witch can see through walls 
and shutters. Nothing is hidden from her; and she can 
take any form she pleases.”’ | 

‘*Man or woman, her power over the Sahib is great. 
Only this morning she compelled him to eat with her. His 
food was prepared in his room, where he sits at a table 
like a European, a habit he has learned in foreign countries. | 
Before he could seat himself and eat, the White Ammah 
came in and led him to her own room. It was told to 
the Shahzada that his brother took breakfast with the 
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English lady at her table. He would not believe it, but 
went to see for himself and he found that it was so.” 

““How do you know?” inquired the tall girl with curi- 
osity that was sceptical. 

“I heard the Shahzada tell the Beebee.”’ 

** Did they speak of it before you ? ” she inquired sharply 
and with a touch of scorn implying that such a thing was 
hardly credible. Z 

“They knew not that I was present. It was early this 
afternoon. I was hidden under the cushions and rugs of 
the divan. They had been thrown upon the floor after the 
-Beebee had risen from her midday sleep. I am small and 
by curling my body round like a dog it takes but a little 
space to hide me.” 

‘* What more did the Shahzada say ? ”’ 

“When the Beebee spoke angrily he tried to soothe her, 
promising her that all would go well. He begged her to 
keep quiet. ‘The English nurse must remain,’ he said. — 
‘She has been sent by the British Government. Trouble 
will fall.upon us if her little finger is so much as scratched. 
You will do nothing to bring mischief upon her.’ These and 
many more words of warning were spoken.” 

**And what said the Beebee ? ” i 

‘‘ She raged with fury and called him the son of a mouse ; 
a man with no courage; no stronger than a stalk of grass. 
‘Oh! man of fear! the son of a hen! are we to continue 
- to live in this uncertainty? If a carriage breaks down 
while your brother and the nurse ride together in it, and 
both are hurt, are we to be blamed for it? If a tiger with 
claws sharper than swords——’ The Shahzada stopped her 
in sudden anger. He raised his hand and I trembled, for 
I thought he would have struck her. ‘I say that no harm 
shall happen to her while she is here. We have nothing 
to fear from her presence.” The Beebee looked at him in 

amazement. ‘Nothing to fear!’ she cried scornfully. 
_ ‘Has she not protected him again and again? And last 
night !’ * What of last night ?’ he asked. ‘The girl 
will not tell what happened; but it is believed that the 
nurse—may Satan have her for his own !—gave medicine 
that broke his sleep——’ She lowered her voice and I 
could not catch the rest.” 

“What more was said ? ” 
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‘‘They spoke in whispers and I could not hear. I was 
under the rug and the cushions and they deafened my ears. 
Allah be praised ! they went away very soon and the Beebee 
did not return to the divan. I was terrified lest she should 
come back. She would have beaten me with her own hand 
had she found me there, even though I am her cousin.” 

** You deserved it !’ laughed the other. ‘‘ It would have 
taught you to hide more carefully next time. Always choose 
a place where you can slip away at once if some one 
cae 

urse Mary was soon in the saddle. She had the same 
mount, a pretty little Arab mare that had always been 
brought for her. Gabriel’s horse was a dark iron-grey 
Persian. 7 

‘Where is the horse I rode yesterday?” he asked. 

“It has a shoe loose, Sahib,’ replied the syce. 

They cantered away towards the big river across some 
open waste land that was stony and difficult to irrigate. 
Nurse Mary pulled up into a walk. 

‘* Rather rough going,” she said. ‘“ We’ll take it more 
quietly ; then I shall be able to tell you about the Doctor’s 
visit.” 

He drew his horse closer to hers. She noted the action 
and laughed. 

‘No need to take precautions here,” she said. “ What a 
relief it is to know that we can speak without listeners ; at 
least it is to me; I don’t like this constant spying and 
can’t get used to it.” | , 

“Ah! you begin to feel the restriction, do you? No 
wonder in a house like mine the heads of the family speak 
little and hide the truth. - Well! what did Dr. Dumbarton 
say?” 

f Your man Mahmoud was not injured by a tiger. The 
wounds have been made by some kind of a knife with a 
very sharp edge.” 

Gabriel made no comment on this startling bit of infor- 
mation. Nurse Mary looked at him, endeavouring to read 
what was in his mind. 

“You don’t seem surprised at my bit of news,” she 
remarked. a 

‘Treachery in a household like mine is not surprising. 
It would be more astonishing if there was none.” | 
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He offered no explanation, but asked what the Doctor 
thought of the old man. 

** Doctor Dumbarton was quite satisfied with my treat- 
ment of the ‘wound and thinks that he will make a good 
recovery. He won’t be able to return to duty just yet. 
How do you think the wound was caused, Captain Gabriel ? ” 

He did not answer immediately. He might have hesi- 
tated in his explanation, as it must necessarily involve 
some one of his household—who, if not the actual perpe- 
trator of the deed, must have been the instigator. 

*'You need not. ‘fear to be candid with me,” she added. 

** It was done with a deadly instrument we call the Mah- 
ratta claws. It is a small weapon made with four linked 
rings that fit over the four fingers of the hand. To each 
ring is attached a steel knife shaped like a tiger’s claw and 
sharpened as fine as a razor. With the hand closed the 
claws are completely hidden ; although the rings are visible 
to eyes that can recognize them.” 

“* Then the tiger that has mauled your man is—human ?” 

va | have suspected it ever since Mahmoud was struck 

down.” 
Yet you intend to sit up for the beast ?” 

** And shoot him if he gives me the chance.” 

They took a short canter where the grass was soft for 
the horses and drew up again as they came to rocky 

und. 

** Captain Gabriel! I saw the tiger this morning,” said 
Nurse Mary, as she pulled her horse into a walk. ° i 

‘*Did you?” he exclaimed, his interest aroused as well 
as his curiosity. ‘ Tell me where ; was it on the droog ? ” 

She described her walk by the river; the vision on the 
rock, and the very human action of the tiger in brushing 
away the fly from its nose. 

‘*T wish I had been with you and had my rifle. It would 
not have left the rock alive!” 

‘* But supposing you had killed a man!” 

‘He smiled grimly as he replied: | 

‘It wouldn’t be the first. You mustn’t forget that I 
have been a soldier on active service. The man would 
only get his deserts. He is out to wound and kill; and I 

am out to wipe such beasts off the face of the éarth,” 

‘Who is it?’ asked Nurse Mary. 
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“‘ Impossible to say.” | 

‘I can guess why Mahmoud was attacked, although it 
was a cruel deed for such a purpose. It was to remove 
him and make room for another servant. I think the 
strings are being pulled from the hareem.” : 

“‘ That’s the place where all mischief has its origin,”’ said 
Gabriel, a frown gathering over his eyes. | 

‘Your horse is not going comfortably ; it is uneasy about 
something,”’ she said, as she noted a tossing of the head 
and a dragging at the rein. 

He touched it with his whip and it started _forward, 
breaking into a heavy trot. Her horse followed. Again 
they pulled up as Gabriel was desirous to hear more ; and 
to ask a question. He turned in his saddle and looked at 
her. | 

“Nurse Mary, tell me the truth. I was drugged last 
night ? ” | . 

“ Tam afraid you were,” she reluctantly admitted. “ But 
no harm has been done. Now about this tiger. I think we 
must try and clear up the mystery. I have been thinking 
it over and have a little plan in my head by which we may, 
be able to trap the brute without going to the extreme of 
killing him.” . 

Her effort to divert his attention failed; his mind was 
still on the events of last night. 

“ Did my wife come as she promised ?” he asked, tugging _ 
at the reins in a vain endeavour to persuade his horse to 
walk easily. — 

“ There is certainly something wrong with the grey,”’ she 
said. ‘* Yes; she came.” , 

‘And found me insensible ? ” 

““I am sorry to say that such was the case.” 

“What did she do?” 

“She called me, for she was frightened as well as dis- 
tressed. At first she helped me to undo the mischief the 
opium had done; but when I opened the windows to give 
you air, she left. I asked her to say nothing about it in 
the hareem.” 

‘I shall have something to say myself in the hareem this 
evening,”’ responded Gabriel. 


“Your horse is not well. I think we had better turn _ 


back,” said Nurse Mary, as she watched the uneasy gait 
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of the Persian ; but Gabriel had no thought for the suffering 
animal. His face darkened with anger and his lips muttered 
curses on the people who had wronged him. He struck the 
horse with his riding-whip. It sprang into the air like some 
maddened creature. He was too good a rider to be unseated, 
even though he was taken unawares. It bounded a few 
paces forward with its legs bent beneath it. Again he hit 
it and again it shot ahead. Suddenly it crumpled up under 
him and crashed down head foremost. 

Gabriel fell heavily, fortunately clearing the stirrups, but 
his head came in contact with the stony ground. To Nurse 
Mary’s horror she saw him lying motionless, perilously near 
the flying hoofs of the prostrate horse. 

In another second she was out of her saddle. She cayght 
him by the arms and drew him further from the struggling 
animal that was now in the throes of agonizing pain. Her 
own horse slipped its rein from her arm and galloped away 
neighing with fright. , . 

The iron grey rolled over towards Gabriel; lifted itself 
on to its forelegs as though it would rise. Another spasm 
brought it to the ground again. | 

She dragged at Gabriel’s inert body, thanking her lucky 
stars that her Hospital training had given her some know- 
ledge of how to move a helpless man. She was not satisfied 
till she had placed herself and her companion well out of 
reach of those four iron-shod feet, now spasmodically pawing 
the air, now spread out on the ground as the poor creature 
rolled over in its paroxysms and tried to stand up. 

Occasionally the horse gave a moaning cry. At the sound 
her own horse turned in its gallop and came back snorting 
to look with wild eyes at the suffering of its stable companion. 
Then with the cruel instinct of the healthy animal towards 
the sick, it began to kick at the horse on the ground. 

Nurse Mary cracked her whip and shouted at it. It gazed 
at her and she began to fear lest it should treat the uncon- 
scious rider in the same way. A blow from its heels would 
have dashed out Gabriel’s brains. She picked up stones 
and threw them at it; an action it understood even better 
than the cracking of the whip. 

The iron grey was quiet now. Its legs were outstretched 
stiffly as it lay on its side breathing out its life in long- 
drawn gasps, The loose horse, after circling in a mad 
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gallop, went off towards the spot on the horizon where its 
stable was to be found. ’ 

Nurse Mary turned her attention to Gabriel. She felt 
for a broken limb. To her great relief she could find none. 
He seemed to be simply stunned. She glanced round in 
search of water, but could see none. They were some dis- 
tance from the irrigated land, having purposely chosen this 
line of country for their ride as being free from water-courses 
and paddy bunds. 

In the absence of all first-aid appliances she set herself 
to do what she could without them. In ten minutes Gabriel 
opened his eyes. 

‘*Where am I? Is that you, Nurse Mary ? ” 

He looked round in a confused manner and tried to rise; 
made a grimace and dropped down again. 

‘Where are you hurt?” she asked, passing her hand 
over his shoulder and arm. ‘° No collar-bone broken—no ; 
nor any dislocation that I can find.”’ 

“I’m bruised a bit; nothing worse, I fancy,” he said. 
“If you will lend me a hand, I will sit up. Allah be praised 
that it was no worse.” 

** You’re very lucky not to have a bone broken,”’ she said, 
looking at him with concern. 

His eyes were on the horse lying at a little distance. It 
was still alive, but its breath came in unequal intervals and 
it was not far from its end. 

‘Help me on to my feet. I want to look at it.” 

She did as he asked and supported him to the horse. 

‘* Poor brute!” he said, as he stood stiffly by its side 
watching the glazing of its eyes. | 

“What is the matter with it?” asked Nurse Mary. 
“Is it colic ? ” 

*“No; poison.” 


CHAPTER XXVI 


T sunrise Captain Gabriel’s servant stood by his master’s 
. bedside with a tray on which was coffee and toast. 
He placed a teapoy within reach, put down the tray and 
threw up the mosquito curtain. Gabriel lifted himself on 
his pillows in an attempt to rise; but he fell back immedi- 
ately with a little exclamation. 

‘“Ough! that hurts!” he cried. ‘ Take that coffee 
away; I don’t want any this morning.” 

A little later Nurse Mary knocked at the door. She 
carried a bottle of embrocation in her hand. 

‘Come in! come in, Nurse Mary!” said Gabriel, as he 
caught sight of her. ‘I’m a wreck this morning. My fall 
has shaken me up.” 

‘© You'll be better when I have rubbed you. I knew this 
would be wanted,” she replied, holding up the bottle. 

She set to work at once, making the servant assist. One 
elbow was a little swollen and needed a cold-water bandage. . 
At the end of an hour’s hard work she had her patient 
wrapped in his dressing-gown and out of bed. Mahmoud’s 
understudy watched his master with amazed eyes. It seemed 
nothing less than magic, the magic of the white witch ; 
who with her spells and her bottle of medicine was drawing 
out the pain and making the limbs supple again. 

** Now get up and walk to your easy-chair by the window,” 
she commanded, and the servant caught his breath in aston- 
ishment as the patient obeyed her orders. 

‘* That’s better, oh ! ever so much better!” he said, as 
he threw his arms up and twisted his head this way and 
that. ‘“‘ How wonderful you are, nurse!” 

_: “The cure is only half completed. You must have a 
hot bath with ammonia in it.” 
She ordered the man to prepare it at once, 
2- 
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‘* And when you are dressed you shall come and have 
Pageant with me as you did yesterday. You don’t mind, 
do you?” 

‘“*T like it! After living in the officers’ mess, I miss their 
company. I am sure I eat less when I have to take my 
meals alone.” 

She left him to bathe and dress and returned to her room. 

‘* No chance of a walk this morning,”’ she said to herself. 
‘* But why shouldn’t I have a pleasant half-hour with the 
roses ? ” 

She fastened her white veil on her head, put on a clean 
apron and went down the stairs with leisurely steps. 

By this time it was eight o’clock. The sunlight was 
bathing the droog and flooding the landscape, turning 
shadows into a deep blue; the atmosphere quivered with 
the heat like clear running water. There was little opportu- 
nity of seeing the country, however, confined as she was 
within the enclosing wings of the house. Wagtails and 
babblers were busy among the roses; and white, orange 
and metallic blue butterflies hovered about, until, dissatis- 
fied with their harvest of honey, they lifted themselves on 
ene wings and soared away towards the jungle on the 


She chose the shady side of the rose garden for exercise. 
The air was still cool and pleasant where the sun had not 
yet touched. She strolled on to the very end of the court- 
yard on the hareem side. Here a group of foliage plants in 
pots were arranged. They were higher than the rose bushes 
and screened a door in a wall. The door was open, but 
entrance was barred by an iron gate that was locked with 
a large padlock. | 

A figure stood under the archway, looking eagerly towards 
her, and she thought she detected a slight movement of 
the hand. She went swiftly forward and pressed against 
the iron bars. | 

“Don’t try to open it,” whispered Nourma, drawing her 
muslin veil over her hair. “‘I have been looking for you, 
hoping you would come. Tell me, how is my beloved ? 
Speak low, for I am always watched.” 

‘“Turn away towards your garden and stand so that you 
hide me as much as possible and I will tell you everything,” 
replied Nurse Mary. 
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They whispered together like a couple of schoolgirls up 
to mischief, until the hoot of a distant motor horn startled 
them both. Nurse Mary slipped away towards the portico, 
and -presently Nourma with a smile on her lips and a new 
light in her eye stole back to her rooms in the hareem. 

“Jimmy! kind, thoughtful old Jimmy!” said Nurse 
Mary to herself. ‘‘ How good of him to come again so soon ! 
Just like him; he never spares himself where others are 
concerned.”’ 

The sound of the horn came again; this time it was at 
the entrance of the grounds. She bounded through the 
rose garden regardless of the sun; plunged into the dark 
verandah and was on the top of the steps by the time the 
car pulled up under the portico. The colour had sprung 
into her face and her eyes were alight with pleasant antici- 
‘pation. 

A hand was pushed out to open the door. She caught 
the glint of a single-stone diamond ring which she recognized. 
The diamond did not belong to Jimmy. The door was 
opened quickly and out stepped Edenhope. 

‘“Oh!” she exclaimed with a little catch of the breath. 

Edenhope gazed at her in silence. He at least was pre- 
pared for the interview ; yet it was he who was tongue-tied 
rather than his wife. | 

During the drive out from Bangalore he had been picturing 
the interview: her reserve and embarrassment; his own 
ingratiating courtesy that should pave the way to a recon- 
ciliation of some kind and give him the chance of obliterating 
the impression he must have produced on his wife when he 
left her so unceremoniously at Coonoor. 

Before he could pull himself together she had taken a 
line of her own. She came towards him just as any other 
Hospital nurse might have done and held out her hand. 
He took it; but it was immediately withdrawn. 

“This is very kind of you, Maurice,” she said in a voice 
that was clear and firm, and above all things, cheerful. 
‘It is a long distance for a busy man like you to come.”’ 

The conventional speech embarrassed him still more. It | 
was so different from what he expected. He managed to 
stammer out: 

** Not at all! I thought—I was anxious to see—er— 
Captain Gabriel for myself.” 
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‘* F hope Dr. Dumbarton said nothing to alarm you. Cap- 
tain Gabriel has quite recovered from his wound and there 
has been no recurrence of the fever. As I told Dr.. Dum- 
barton yesterday, I am not really needed here any longer, 
but I wish to stay on, because I am glad to have & few days’ 
rest,”’ 

** Quite so; I understand.” 

*“T am not wanted at the Hospital, am I?” 

**' We are not short-handed.” | 

She led the way to the inner verandah where there were 
chairs for visitors and where she had sat with Jimmy. 

“Do sit down and I will tell you what has happened 
since Dr. Dumbarton was here.” 

“IT came to see Captain Gabriel,” he said stiffly. Then 
he modified his abrupt statement by adding: ‘I have no 
wish to put you to any inconvenience C. 

*“Inconvenience!” she cried, interrupting him with a 
laugh of real amusement. “‘ Don’t talk nonsense, Maurice ! 
I’m the nurse in charge and it’s up to you to see that I’m 
doing my duty, even though my patient is supposed to have 
recovered.”’ 

The blood mounted to his forehead. It was the old 
Rosemary speaking, but the figure before him was no 
longer the girl he knew; it was a woman who had matured 
into something more beautiful, more arresting to the eye 
of man than the girl he knew. He watched her as she talked ; 
not a difficult thing to do as she sat half turned away from 
him, her eyes more frequently upon the sunlit garden which 
she could see through the pillars of the verandah than upon 
him. 

“You want Captain Gabriel, of course. I will take you 
to his room presently. He is having his bath just now. 
Yesterday he had a fall from his horse, and it has made him- 
as stiff as a poker. I’ve rubbed his back and shoulders until 
I’ve made the poor fellow sore, but the stiffness is passing 
off quickly.’’ 

‘How did the accident happen ? ” : 

‘* We were out riding. We go for a gallop every after- 
noon and enjoy it immensely. All at once Captain Gabriel’s 
horse began to behave strangely. He used his whip, think- 
ing that the poor thing wanted a reminder that it was on 
duty and not out to grass. It must have been suffering 
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agony. Presently after a few awkward leaps forward it 
fell heavily and I was afraid we were going to have a bad 
accident. It began to writhe and roll about too near to 
Captain Gabriel ‘to be pleasant.” 

‘** Were his feet caught in the stirrups ? ”’ 

‘“*No; he fell clear of the saddle; but he was stunned 
for the minute. I pulled him away out of danger and presently 
he came to his senses. He had no bones prone I am thank- 
ful to say.” 

‘“* And the horse ? ”’ 

“It died before we left.” 

‘** What was the matter with it?” 

“Captain Gabriel said it was poisoned.”’ 

‘** How did you get back to the house ? ”’ 

‘* My horse slipped the reins off my arm and ran to the 
stables. The syce knew that some accident must have 
happened. He reported it to Michael Sahib, Captain Gabriel’s 
brother ; and he came out in a carriage to look for us. He was 
frightfully distressed, and apologized to me over and over 
again. I told him that I had not been in any danger. It 
was his brother who had suffered. Captain Gabriel had a 
terrible headache last evening; but it is better.” 

“Who poisoned the horse ? ” 

“Ah! that’s a mystery. The syce under whose care 
the horse has been was sent for; but pressing business had 
already called him away. The servants said he had gone 
to Bombay. His charge being dead, there was no necessity 
for him to remain. It was not in the least likely that he 
would be allowed to have the care of another horse. If 
he did poison the poor animal, may Allah smite him and 
give him the punishment he deserves, as they say here. 
Ah! now you will have a treat! Here comes Michael 
Sahib and half the numerous household ; hundreds of them 
without any exaggeration, all bursting with curiosity to see 
the big Hospital master.” 

As she talked he listened with varying emotion. Here 
and there he recognized an expression as peculiarly her own, 
and he was carried far back into a happy past that seemed 
to belong to another life. The advent of the master of the 
house put an end to the conversation. Edenhope wished 
Michael and his attendant crowd at the bottom of the sea. 
He noted that Rosemary showed no annoyance herself at 
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their presence. She introduced him to Michael, and her 
eyes sparkled with mischievous amusement as the great 
Shahzada in his most magnificent manner began to ply the: 
Commandant with polite questions. | 

‘© While you and the Sahib talk,” she said, “ I will go and 
see if Gabriel is ready to receive you. Possibly he may be 
able to come down.”’ 

“I would rather see him upstairs.”’ 

** It will be good exercise for him to walk down.” 

“I particularly wish to see him in his room.” 

‘“*Righto! your orders shall be obeyed, sir,’ she said 
gaily, as she passed through the smaller rose garden. 

His eyes followed her with a fascinated gaze and he lost 
some of the flowery speech of welcome that Michael was 
making. Her vitality had never seemed so strong nor her 
beauty so striking. He had pictured her unhappy, hurt and 
puzzled, just as he had left her. He had yet to learn that 
old ground is never regained in its old condition. The clock 
of life cannot be put back nor footsteps precisely retraced. 
He had found a new Rosemary as elusive as she was attrac- 
tive. 

“We are extremely grateful to you, sir, for allowing us 
to keep the English lady,”’ he heard Michael saying. ‘She 
is safe with us, and in a few days we hope to send her back 
to you the better for the rest and change.” 3 

Edenhope made some inquiries about the accident of the 
previous afternoon. Michael told the same story as Nurse 
Mary had given him, except that he vowed the horse had 
died of colic; assuring the Commandant that the syce 
had allowed it to drink its fill of ice-cold water after giving 
it a quantity of green food. The water had distended the: 
animal and ruptured it. | 

“Horses have very small stomachs and require to be: 
watered before they eat,’’ he concluded. 

“Your brother thought that it had been poisoned; so: 
Mrs.—Nurse Mary informed me.” 

** I assure you-he is wrong. He has the fancies of a sick. 
man. They will pass as he grows stronger.” 

A few minutes later Cassim appeared. The old man fell 
at Edenhope’s feet and placed his two hands over his 
instep. 

‘* This slave has fulfilled your Honour’s orders. The lady 
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is well, Is it your Excellency’s pleasure that I should 
remain ? ” 

“Rise, Cassim. You shall be well rewarded. Yes, it 
is my pleasure that you stay a little longer. Is the young 
Sahib ready to see me?”’ 

‘‘The mistress asks you to come upstairs.”’ 

‘*T will show his Honour the way myself,” said Michael, 
who had watched Cassim’s salutation with curiosity. 

He waved his hand, intimating that the servants were 
one and all td stand aside. Cassim might reach his mistress’s 
rooms by the outer stairs. He walked in front of Edenhope 
with a slow, dignified step that roused a sense of irritation 
in the Englishman. 

The Commandant was paying a professional visit and 
inspecting an out-patient. A visit of ceremony, such as 
Michael was turning it into, was far from his thoughts. 
Under cover of the inspection was another motive which 
Edenhope was not prepared to admit even to himself. He 
had come to see his wife, impelled by an influence he did 
“not care to admit. More than once he tried to shake off 
Michael, but the Muhammadan was not to be got rid. of 
so easily. 

Gabriel was at the door of his sitting-room when they 
arrived in the upper verandah, This was his first introduc- 
tion, as the two men had not met before. Gabriel saluted, 
and then, as Edenhope held out his hand, they shook hands. 
They entered the sitting-room, where they sat down, Nurse 
Mary taking a chair near her patient. Her eyes were more 
frequently on him than on the Doctor. — we 

Edenhope stole a glance at her now and then and his heart 
sank, A conviction was slowly stealing over him that her 
sentiments had altered. The treasure which once was his 
had slipped from his grasp. Various little signs told the 
tale. He caught himself watching for them, and missing 
them when they were not there. In former days at the 
sound of his voice her eyes would seek his and her ears were 
alert to catch every word, whether he addressed her or 
some other person. Now neither voice nor words made 
any impression. She was far more alert when Gabriel 
spoke ; yet he could detect nothing in her manner beyond a 
keen professional interest in her patient. Gabriel’s behaviour 
was equally satisfactory. Dumbarton was right. in his 
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estimate. The Muhammadan officer jwas devoted to his 
wife and could think of no other woman; and, Nurse 
Mary only looked upon him as an interesting case. 

Suddenly the situation irked him; it became intolerable. 
He glanced at his watch. 

“I am afraid I must be going,” he said. 

Gabriel and Michael both thanked him for his visit. He 
shook hands with them in the upper verandah at the head 
of the stairs. Nurse Mary held out hers at the same time. 
He did not take it. 

** Will you come down with me to the portico; I have 
one or two things to say.” 

‘With pleasure!’ she replied at once. 

** How long do you think of remaining here ? ” he asked 
as soon as they were out of hearing. 

Pe or three more days, perhaps,”’ she replied indiffer- 
ently. 

“Are you comfortable here ? ” 

“* Perfectly ; they are both most kind and thoughtful. It 
is"a real holiday.” | 

“In spite of certain mysterious happenings ? ” 

‘She laughed unconcernedly, like a happy schoolgirl. 

‘We put them all down to the intrigues of the hareem. 
I believe every zenana and hareem through the length and 
breadth of India have these intrigues going on. They are 
the breath of life to those poor things behind the curtain. 
They would die of stagnation if they had no such excite- 
ments.” | 

** What will you do with yourself after you leave this ? ”’ 
he asked, a little afraid as he put the question that she might 
suddenly turn on him and tell him that it was no concern of 
‘his. 

“* Go to the sea, or to the hills, or play about somewhere. 
There is lots to be done in the world, and you may be sure 
I shall not be idle, whether I am at work or play.” 

He looked at her wistfully, but her eyes were not for him ; 
they were upon the roses. She stopped. 
~ “ Do look at these glorious flowers! Aren’t they a sight 
for. sore eyes? The scent comes up to my bedroom, which 
looks out this way. I believe Michael Sahib spends no end 
of money over them; but he doesn’t mind how-I cut them. 
and rob the bushes.” Then, seeming to remember herself, 
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she continued; ‘‘ But I forgot; you want to get home: 
I mustn’t keep you.” : 
. “Where are your rooms?” he asked. | 

‘* Next to Captain Gabriel’s. They really belong to his 
wife. As soon as I can get Nourma established there, I 
shall be off; my work will be done. Perhaps you didn’t 
notice them. They are exactly like Captain Gabriel’s and 
are beautifully furnished in European fashion. He bought 
the furniture for his wife when he married.” 

They had reached the portico. Numbers of servants 
stood about in unobtrusive groups, watching every move- 
ment. 

‘** See ! we are never without our spies. I should start a 
regiment of spies myself if I lived here. Their sole duty 
should be to report on the spies belonging to the rest of the 
family. What an odd custom it is!” 

She held out her hand, smiling to herself over the fact that 
after all he did not seem to have anything special to say. 
On the contrary, he was inclined to be silent and preoccupied. 

“Good-bye, Maurice! I’m very glad to have seen you 
and it was good of you tocome over. You are looking 
wonderfully well. Give my kindest regards to Dr. Dumbar- 
ton, and if you can spare him, do send him over to see me 
to-morrow or the next day. He’s an old friend. You 
remember that he came out on board ship with me and turned 
up again at my wedding, bless him! ”’ 

i; How she ran on, touching on subjects that he hardly 
_ dared let his thoughts rest upon! Her wedding! she spoke 
of it as though it had nothing whatever to do with him. She 
might have said ‘our! ”’—it would have given him the 
opportunity of apology and explanation that might have 
cleared the air. He felt bewildered and puzzled, like a man 
hustled off the path ,he intended to take and forced upon 
another that was full of pitfalls and obstructions. 

‘Would you mind if I came again to-morrow ? ”’ 

*‘ Not in the least! Do come if you like; but I am afraid 
it is rather a waste of time.” 

* Perhaps I don’t think so.”’ 

**Righto! I don’t mind which it is, you or Dr. Dumbarton. 
And if by any chance I see that I can be spared, I shall be 
ready to return in the car.” 

He had taken her hand and would have retained it while 
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she talked ; but she drew it from him with a swift, decisive 
movement that suggested putting him in his place and the 
firm intention of keeping him there. 

His heart sank lower and lower as the gulf between them 
widened. An intense desire seized him to take her in his 
arms and pray for forgiveness. It was impossible, however, 
with all those people looking on. ‘ Even as he stood there , 
the opportunity such as it was passed, for she turned away 
with a quick farewell. | 

“‘ Good-bye, Maurice! I must run back to my patient.” 

In another second she was hurrying through the rose 
garden, her white veil streaming behind her in the sunlight 
and her feet springing along the flagged pathway, as though 
_ joy and delight were the mainspring of her life. She was 
the embodiment of perfect womanhood upon whom no man 
could look without admiration and no husband or lover 
without desire. ; 

He turned to get into the motor as‘a man might have turned 
from a glimpse of Paradise, the door of which he had shut 
against himself with his own hand. 


CHAPTER XXVII 


REAKFAST on the table, ma’am,”’ said Cassim, as 

Nurse Mary mounted the last flight of stairs. She 

was thinking that if she had to live for any length of time in 

Gabriel’s house she would beg for a lift. Other thoughts were 

clamouring to be heard; but she resolutely put them aside 
for those that were trifling and inconsequent. .- . 

** Ask Captain Gabriel to come,’’ she said, as she took her 
place at the table. 

He came in walking easily and without pain. 

** You seem to be all right again,’’ she remarked. ‘“‘ Per- 
haps you will be able to sit up for that tiger to-night—if we . 
don’t make some other arrangement,”’ she added more to 
herself than him. 

“Yes, possibly,” he replied, as though he too had some- 
thing else in his mind. 

She poured out the coffee and helped him to an egg. 
Being a Muhammadan family, the British dish of bacon 
was not to be thought of. 

** You feel all right, don’t you ? ” she asked. 

*““T am as well as ever I was; but there are times when 
anger gets the better of me. I have been thinking over the 
horse and its illness. I don’t care what my brother says to 
the contrary, that horse was poisoned. It was done with the 
purpose of giving me a bad fall which ought to have broken 
my neck,” 

Nurse Mary summoned Cassim to her by a motion of the 
hand. He had been standing at the further end of the room. 
Gabriel’s servant was hovering about in the verandah where 
he could hear if his master called. 

“* Has the sweeper woman gone from my bedroom ? ” she 
asked. 
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‘** Yes, your Honour, and I have locked the doors, No one 
can enter from that side.” | 

** Then go into the verandah and sit where you can see the 
Shahzada if he comes. Speak to him at once and say that 
the Nurse and the Sahib are at breakfast. I shail hear you 
-and know that he is there.” | 

‘““T understand,” he replied. He glanced at Captain 
Gabriel’s servant. She followed his glance. 
¢ ** He will not be wanted during breakfast. Tell him to 
go and do his work in his master’s room.”” She turned to 
Gabriel. ‘‘ Now we can talk without fear of being overheard.” 

** What about your own man? ”’ 

‘** He can be trusted ; he is not one of the household ; but 
he cannot hear if we speak low. Now listen, Captain Gabriel. 
You must go to bed again with fever and headache and such | 
a stiff sore back that you cannot move.” 

‘But I am nearly well again!” he protested, making a 
wry face at the thought of it. ‘‘ The embrocation has almost 
removed the stiffness. The arm is still a little painful.”’ 

“You must have a relapse and go to bed once more, too 
sick and ill to see anyone. If your brother comes, I shall 
have to tell him that you are far too poorly to talk and that 
I shall have to give you a sleeping draught to-night. I must 
insist that you wish to be alone and undisturbed and that the 
hareem door will be kept barred.”’ 

Captain Gabriel looked mutinous as he replied : 

‘““Oh! come! Isay, Nurse Mary! The Doctor didn’t say 
anything of the kind this morning.” 

“It is only for to-night. To-morrow I promise you, you 
will be quite well and your nurse may take her leave as soon 
as she likes.” 

“‘T had other plans for to-night,” he said, his face clouding 
over with anger. 

‘“What were they, a tiger hunt?” 

. “Tt was my intention to go into the hareem and let some 
of those women feel the weight of my displeasure.” 

Nurse Mary lifted a hand in protest against so simple a 
procedure. | 

“No use at all! We must oppose craft with craft, and 
graft with graft. Only do as I tell you and I think I can 
promise you the fulfilment of your dearest wish.” . 

He looked up at her suddenly with eyes that moved her to 
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pity; but he did not reply. He understood, but did not 
dare to believe. He lifted the jar of marmalade to help him- 
self. Nurse Mary promptly laid her hand on it. 

“Sorry, but I can’t let you have it. It is a fresh jar and 
came up opened. It was given to Cassim with the label 
broken. This apricot jam is all right. I opened A ea 
and it has not left my room since.’ 

She handed it to him and he helped himself. Thes spoke 
little above a whisper, even though the faithful Cassim was 
on guard. 

** How long do you think that we shall have to take these 
precautions about food ? ’’ she asked. 

‘* Until I establish my position ; and that I shall be able to 
do as soon as I can get possession of my wife.” 

‘** Have you any suspicion as to the person who attacked 
your servant ? ”’ 

He was silent. As she looked at him and seemed to wait 
for a reply he gave it in a monosyllable. ‘‘ No.” 

** Now if you have finished you must go to your room and 
we will begin our little comedy. It must be like a day in 
Hospital.” 

“You will come and do nurse 9 ad 

“ Certainly; I am going to be the watchdog and see that 
you are not drugged again.”’ 

** And my reward ? ” 

“What you most desire.”’ 

He had learned to believe in her power. Doubt died 
away and blessed hope filled his heart. He offered no further 
opposition ; but called his servant to help him to undress and 
go to bed again. His imperious nature made him a bad 
actor, but he managed to convince his man that he was not 
so well as he had felt when he got up. 

When he was in bed Nurse Mary came and took possession 
of the room and the patient. She gave directions to have the 
light excluded and forbade all noise that might aggravate the 
headache. On the completion of her arrangements she pre- 
pared a dose for the invalid of peppermint, sugar and water, 
coloured pink. The strength of the medicine, the man told 
his father afterwards, was sufficient to knock the young Sahib 
down upon his pillows. 

The news was carried to Michael, who came bustling up to 
learn the truth of the story that was going through the house 
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to the effect that the young Sahib had had a relapse and had 
been obliged to take to his bed again. 

He found it quite correct. He was met at the door of 
Gabriel’s room by Nurse Mary herself, who stated that the 
fall had been far more serious than she had thought at first. 
No bones were broken, but the muscles had been severely 
strained. The pain had brought back the fever and the 
Doctor had ordered the patient to bed. She had given a 
strong soothing draught, after which he would sleep. She 
intended keeping him in bed all day. To-morrow he would 
be better. She hoped that his wife would not be disappointed 
at having “ the door shut.’ It would only be for a few days 
at the most; and so on. as 

Michael listened and expressed surprise and concern. 
There had been no sign of all this when the Doctor came. 
Nurse Mary explained that Gabriel had no wish to be carried 
back to Hospital, so he had not dared to hint that he was 
feeling badly hurt or very ill. 

Michael asked if there was anything he could get for his 
brother or for herself. Nurse Mary had only to mention 
what she wanted and he would send to Bangalore, Mysore or 
Bombay. She thanked him warmly, saying that Gabriel 
ought to consider himself very fortunate in having such a 
kind and thoughtful brother. He inquired if the man who 
was serving in place of Mahmoud gave satisfaction. Nurse 
Mary praised him and expressed her unqualified approval. 

‘You will explain to all the family,” she said smoothly, 
‘‘ that by keeping Captain Gabriel in bed under special treat- 
ment I hope to have him well by to-morrow afternoon.” 

‘* Perhaps I had better not come again to-day,” he 
said. 

‘** As you please, Michael Sahib. Your brother is always 
glad to see you, but I want him to sleep as much as possible, 
and I am giving him medicine to produce it. Once asleep, 
we will leave him so. I will send word by his servant how 
he is this afternoon and again this evening.” 

With fair promises and speeches Nurse Mary dismissed 
Michael, who carried the news to his wife. His brother was 
not as well as they had supposed. He had only appeared 
unhurt before the Doctor so that he might not be ordered 
ene to the Hospital, but even so the Doctor had sent him to 
bed, : 
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‘* He is stiff and sore all over; so much so that the Nurse 
is giving him medicine to sleep.” 

Lilith expressed her gratification, but she was a long way off 
being satisfied. 

* You will tell our sister, Nourma, and assure her that she 
need not be alarmed. There is nothing dangerous about his 
indisposition ; he will recover in a few days.” 

““'You may be quite sure that I shall let her know,” she 
replied with a grim smile of anger, as she watched him walk 
away. “She will be in tears again, no doubt ; but tears will 
not move Allah to show favour. If it had not been for the 
white witch, the horse must have killed his rider in the fall. 
It has never been known to fail before,’’ she muttered, as she 
beat up the cushions of her divan and threw herself back in an 
evil temper. 7 

Nurse Mary had a quiet day with plenty to occupy her 
thoughts. Gabriel was still being subjected to annoyances 
and indirect danger. She was not afraid for herself, but she 
feared for him. The precautions she was insisting upon in 
making him take his food with her, were to prevent a repe- 
tition of the doping. There were other pernicious drugs that 
might be administered, which would render him mad for the 
time being, and unable to control his passions. The result 
from these might be more disastrous than the effect of the 
opium. 

From Gabriel her thoughts went to the visitor of the morn- 
ing. She had not expected him, and she was puzzled to know. 
why he came. He could not have been anxious about 
Gabriel’s welfare ; nor about her own, if Jimmy had repre- 
sented matters as he found them. 

Her first sight of Edenhope, as he opened the door of the | 
car and stepped out, was a shock. The shock consisted of 
the resurrection of the old Maurice, not quite so young as he 
was when they were engaged, but in other respects the same. 
The bearded bear of her honeymoon days was gone like the 
beard ; not a trace of him remained. 

She was prepared to meet the bear ; to smile at him instead 
of taking him seriously; to make fun of his solemnity and 
laugh good-humouredly at his rudenesses. When the old 
Maurice confronted her with his courtesy and gentleness, the 
programme of her behaviour had to be altered. She fell 
back on the attitude of their pre-engagement days. She 
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dared not think of anything warmer than acquaintance 
which bordered on friendship. | 

There was always the vision of the unloving husband lurk- 
ing in the background. Her faith in the old Maurice was 
broken and she asked herself over and over again : which was 
the real man? Were there two men in one personality ? 
Abroad and in public he might seem all that her old lover 
was. In the house the husband she had known at Coonoor 
might return with his silent gloom. 

Her heart had bounded as he came up the steps to the spot 
where she was standing, just as it had throbbed and bounded 
when he came on board the ship to meet her at Bombay. 
He appeared the same as she then saw him. But the impulse 
to rush to him, fling her arms round his neck and seek his 
lips was no longer there. Distrust, caution and a bitter 
memory of cruel neglect held her back behind a barrier of 
forced indifference. 

- Her love was dead ! dead ! dead ! she said to herself again 
and again. Yet the sight of him had stirred her and brought 
a, terrible heartache with the acute pain that underlies self- 


ity. 

: She had declared that she did not care whether she returned 
to Bangalore or went to the sea or to the hills. She was 
slowly coming to the conclusion that she did not care; that 
if she valued her peace of mind she must not deliberately 
place herself in his path. It would be unbearable. It might 
lead to a kind of reconciliation which could only be hollow. 
However polite and courteous he might be, his love for her 
could not be alive; and his cruelty might be only sleeping. 

The tears sprang into her eyes. Life would have been 
easier to bear if he had died. Then she could have remem- 
bered him with passionate love and devotion, her handsome 
adorable lover of early days; but now there was no swect 
memory to comfort her. She brushed the tears away angrily 
and hardened her heart afresh. 

‘* Don’t be a fool, Rosemary, my dear,”’ she said to herself. 
‘* Even if he swore by all his mouldy ancestors that he loved 
you, you would not believe him and trust him. Speech was 
given to us to hide our thoughts, yes ! and our inward selves 
as well. For three hideous weeks he and I were alone to- 
gether. If I had been nothing but a dog, he would have 
taken more notice of me; more care of me. And what a 
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house of desolation it was that he brought me to! It was 
called the House of Desire and Delight! Never, never shall 
I forget it. Any woman of spirit would have walked away 
then and there and have refused to stay another minute. 
There was the hotel to goto. Why didn’t Ido it ?- Because 
I was a silly, soft-hearted old fool and I loved him !.*:.I would 
not, could not believe the truth. And now shall I submit 
myself to the chance of being asked to repeat that experi- 
ence ? to put my neck under that yoke of misery again ? 
No! a thousand times no‘ ”’ 


CHAPTER XXVIII 


URSE MARY!” 
She started; it was Gabriel’s voice. She went 
to his bedside, her thoughts scattered to the winds. 

“* Tired of playing the invalid? Ah! well! never mind. 
You will have your reward.” 

** Don’t you think I might get up for a little time? My 
man is gone and we are alone.” 

“The waterman passed through the verandah only five 
minutes ago. It is not his usual way of reaching your bath- 
room. His eyes were everywhere, and he will have to make 
his report on all he saw when he gets back to the servants’ 
quarters. Your man is sitting round the corner waiting | 
in case he may be wanted. There are listeners behind the 
hareem door, which is barred. I hear fingers on the handle 
now and then. Twenty times a day it is tried in the vain 
hope of finding it unbarred. 

He laughed in spite of his annoyance. 

“Don’t I know it of old! When I was a boy I was fol- 
lowed and watched and spied upon all day and all night. 
Every action was reported to my father.” 

“* Was it done by his orders ? ” 

“ Certainly, and the tale-bearers were rewarded.” 

** Are you going to adopt the same mode of ruling your 
household when you take up the reins ? ”’ 

“ The system will continue whether I make use of it or 
not. My servants will not fail to let me have reports of all 
that goes on in the house. They would be afraid to do other- 
wise. If anything happened to cause me annoyance, which 
might have been prevented by timely information, the first 
people I should blame would be those who were silent when 
they might have spoken.” 
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She asked about his childhood and beguiled him into telling 
her many things that were interesting. The more she heard 
the more she wondered at the life of the native families of 
good birth that was a closed book to the European. 

It helped to pass the long hours, which went slowly for 
the invalid who had never felt better in his life. She brought 
a book and read to him. The murmur of her voice reached 
the ears of the man who filled Mahmoud’s place. He found 
occasion to go downstairs; and as he fulfilled his errand, 
he reported that the white witch was busy casting spells 
to make the young master sleep. He added that they were 
of. a new kind which he was of opinion were intended to 
make him forget his wife. The report was carried on to 
the hareem. 

Nurse Mary prepared the patient’s food herself, cutting 
the bread and butter and making the cornflour ‘ congee.”’ 
If she required any help, she called Cassim. As it was all 
done in her own room where Gabriel’s man was not allowed 
to put foot, there was sufficient excuse for excluding him ; 
but the man did not like it and was jealous and hurt. 

Just after sunset Michael came to the door of his brother’s 
bedroom. He peeped in and saw Gabriel lying back on his 
pillows. Nurse Mary sat at the window. Michael’s eyes 
were everywhere. <A. European sick-room with an English 
nurse in attendance was ‘a novel sight. Everything about 
the place was very different from the sick-room of a native. 
Nurse Mary rose from her chair and went at once to the door. 

‘*“Does he sleep?’ asked Michael. 

“Not yet; but he will sleep presently. The fever is 
abating and the soreness of body from the fall is passing off. 
To-morrow I hope we shall have him up and about again,” 
she said in a low voice, as though she did not wish to disturb 
her patient. 

Michael was impressed and showed his sympathy and 
concern. 

‘You have not been out at all to-day, madam,” he said. 
“You might have had a drive this evening if you did not 
care to walk.” 

“It is most kind of you to think of my pleasure,” she 
replied warmly. “I could not leave my patient at such 
an anxious time.” 

‘You are sure he will sleep?” he asked, 
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‘** T will make sure by giving him medicine,” she answered 
with a smile. ; | 

After a little more whispered conversation Michael went 
away as noislessly as he came, carrying a satisfactory report 
to his wife. She listened with approval. 

‘“We may all sleep in peace to-night, husband,” she 
remarked. | | 

‘** Undoubtedly we may,” he responded. 

“This anxiety must end; it is making me ill,”’ she said 
presently. ‘* Your brother must go back to the Hospital. 
You must send a message to the Doctor to say that he is 
ill again, seriously ill; and that it will be best for him to 
return.”’ 

‘* And what if they will not take him ? ”’ 

There was silence, during which husband and wife looked 
at each other. Michael left the room without further 
remark; and Lilith sat by herself in gloomy thought. 

Captain Gabriel had had his evening meal. His man, 
attentive to his every want, had been directed to pull down 
the mosquito curtains and extinguish the lamp. A small 
floating wick with barely the illuminating power of a night- 
light burned on a table in a corner of the room. The vene- 
tians were closed and the doors barred except the one that 
opened on to the verandah. This was left unbarred in case 
the nurse might wish to look in upon her patient in the 
night, so the servant was told. 

Nurse Mary had already been to see that everything 
necessary had been done for the comfort of the invalid, and 
the man had heard her bid him “ Good-night,”’ a salutation 
that he had learned to understand was only given when the 
nurse went to her room for good. 

After the “doors were shut”? Cassim too was released 
from further duty; and the two men, their work for the 
day completed, went down to their own quarters to enjoy 
their supper and smoke the oriental pipe that ensured them — 
a sound, dreamless sleep. 

Nurse Mary waited in her sitting-room until she was sure 
that she was alone. Then she went softly through her bed- 
room to the bathroom and quietly unbarred the little door 
that opened on to the sweeper’s staircase. She left it ajar 
and returned to her easy-chair and her book. 

She could net read, however. Her mind was too full of 
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the events of the day and of another event for which she 

had been scheming. Would it succeed? She devoutly 

hoped it would; or Gabriel would for ever lose faith in her 
ower. 

A little later a figure appeared in the verandah doorway. 

Gabriel in Muhammadan dress drew aside the purdah. 

‘*May I come in?” he asked. 

‘If you promise to be quite quiet. We haven't caught 
our bird yet.” 

She turned down the lamp and pointed to a chair that 
was in deep shadow. 

‘* Must I sit down ? I feel as if I could not rest,” he said, 
his eyes upon the inner door. 

She looked at the handsome young husband and smiled. 
How could he remain quiet when the cup of happiness was 
approaching so near to his lips ? 

‘* Impatient man ! don’t you know our saying? ‘ There’s 
many a slip between the cup and the lip.’ ” 

“*Ah! you don’t know, Nurse Mary !”’ 

She did not reply. Did she not know what it was to wait 
and watch with alternate hope and fear for the partner of 
her life who never came! So deeply had the lesson of her 
experience gone home, that even now she trembled lest 
something should happen to dash the confident hope that 
uplifted his heart. | 

A chink of a silver toe-ring sounded in the bedroom. 
Nurse Mary started up and disappeared silently through the 
door. Gabriel also rose and stood like one who had knocked 
at the gate of the Garden of Eden with the certainty that 
it would be opened to him. He-heard the barring of the 
ae outer door and the soft, excited whisper of the two 
girls, 

In another minute Nurse Mary entered the dimly lighted 
room, her arm thrown round a figure veiled from top to toe 
in black gauze. 

Gabriel advanced with a breathless exclamation that he 
_ tried in vain to smother. He put out his hand and with a 
skilful practised hand tore the veil away. | 
_ Nurse Mary relinquished her charge into his arms. With 
a little ery of joy Nourma clasped him round the neck and 
pressed her cheek against his with passionate abandonment. 

‘* My beloved ! my moon of desire! my flower of delight ! 
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May Allah be praised and his Prophet be thanked for this ! ” 
he cried, as he held her close. Then remembering Nurse 
Mary’s presence he released her, still keeping an arm about 
the tall, slim figure. ‘‘ Nurse Mary, before we go, a thousand 
thanks for what you have done. You have been stronger 
than all ofus. You have outwitted the hareem and defeated 
them all.” 

‘““You mustn’t give me the credit. It was Nourma’s 
thought. I only carried out the design. May you never be 
parted again unless it be at your own desire,’’ she said, 
more moved than she would have admitted. 

‘““ May Allah in his goodness reward you for what you 
have done,” he said, taking her hand. He bent down and 
pressed it to his lips. Nourma, her happy eyes moist with 
orale of joy, seized the other hand and pressed it to her 

eart. 

‘Dear people! May Allah bless you!” 

Together like two happy children they moved slowly 
away, his arm still encircling his wife’s waist; her head 
resting upon his shoulder. They passed beyond the purdah, 
moving silently through the verandah. Nurse Mary watched 
them until they disappeared into the darkness of his sitting- 
room. She heard the big door of the room closed and 
barred. 

She went out on to the terraced roof. The moon had 
risen and was climbing above the hill. The blackness had 
gone from the landscape as it had disappeared from Gabriel’s 
horizon. The soft grey of the Indian moonlight spread over 
the earth. She looked at the hill with its thick covering of 
jungle. Beyond it was Bangalore; the spot that held the 
one man who, in spite of all her efforts, held her thoughts. 
What was he doing? Did he sleep, serenely plunged in 
oblivion? Was his life filled with his work to the exclusion 
of all other matters? Yes! His existence was bound up 
in the daily round of the Hospital; in his golf; in his 
friendship with Claudia Frome. It was enough. He would 
never ask, like Gabriel, for anything more. 

A bat fluttered across her vision in pursuit of a ghost- 
white moth that was seeking shelter under the balustrade. 
A bird cried plaintively in the direction of the little river. 
The dogs and jackals were silent. So also was the hareem. 
Sleep had overtaken the inmates. They slumbered in blessed 
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ignorance that one of their number had escaped from her 
prison and defied them now to do their worst. 

What would that hidden world be like to-morrow, thought 
Nurse Mary with something like a smile, when Nourma’s 
absence was discovered ? What schemes would be put on 
foot to undo the mischief ? 

It could not be undone. Gabriel, having gained possession 
of his wife, was not the man to let her go. She was his for 
ever. What a husband for a woman to have, whether he 
belonged to the East or the West; whether he belonged 
to the cold climate of the North or to the sunny lands of | 
the tropics ! 

With a deep sigh she turned baprats her room and closed 
her door, to shut herself in with the loneliness that she had 
accepted as her fate. 


CHAPTER XXIX 


AYLIGHT was beginning to dawn when Nurse Mary 
awoke with a start: <A footfall sounded in the room. — 
Her first thought was of Judy ; but Judy had forsaken her. 

‘* Nurse Mary !”’ said Nourma’s voice softly. 

She sprang up with sudden remembrance of all that had 
happened the day before. 

“Ah! it is you! Now, what are we going to do with 
you, I wonder? You mustn’t go back to the hareem on 
any account.” 

‘“ My husband asks if I may stay with you.” 

“Yes! I shall be so pleased to have you here. To- 
morrow I shall go back to Bangalore and you will come and 
take possession of your own rooms.” 

As she talked, Nurse Mary busied herself with the little 
duties that Judy should have performed. She tossed up 
the mosquito curtains and would have flung open the shutters 
of the windows if Nourma had not stopped her. 

‘“No! no! not like that!” she cried. ‘“‘ Let me open 
the venetians.”’ 

She lifted the slats at an angle that let in the cool air 
but still screened the windows. | 

‘** Now I will make coffee for us all and we will have it 
here if you will bring the cups,”’ said the happy wife. 

A little later a party of three people were seated in Nurse 
Mary’s room, eating toast and rice-flour cakes as the sun 
rose over the hill and bathed the landscape in its warm rays. 

‘* How did you get away, my beloved?” asked Gabriel, 
as a leaned back in his chair and feasted his eyes on his 
wife. 

‘IT had to be as cunning as the snake. In the morning 
by my sister’s orders I was locked in my room. I heard the 
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motor-car with the big Doctor arrive, and I begged and 
pleaded to be allowed to go and see it from the corridor, 
where we watch when the English nurse turns herself into 
@ man and goes riding like a sowar.’ 

‘*A man! I don’t turn into a man!” cried Nurse Mary, 
laughing. 

** They say in the hareem that you can make yourself 
what you choose. They call you the White Ammah.”’ 

“You don’t believe that, Nourma, do you ? ” 

* I don’t know; I cannot tell. All I know is that you 
are very good to us both; and but for you we should have 
been kept separate through accident or illness.” She 
stretched a hand out to her husband. He took it and put 
it to his lips. His eyes were eloquent. The language of 
love is the same all the world over, thought the English 
woman. ‘“ ] am sure you are a woman,’ continued Nourma. 
‘* Because you were so sorry for my husband. If you were 
a man, you would not care how he suffered ; you would say 
it was kismet.” 

‘**T am a woman all right ; but I am a strong one,” replied 
Nurse Mary. 

** My sister will find that out before long,”’ added Nourma, 
as the other rose from her chair. 

**T am going fora walk. Captain Gabriel, Ileave Nourma — 
in your charge. She must be content to remain gosha in 
this room. If she is alone, she must bar the door between 
the two rooms. On no account must she open the little 
door on the top of the outer stairs until I return.” 

‘“* Where are you going, Nurse Mary ?”’ he asked. 

** To the top of the hill. I may not have another opportu- 
nity of seeing the temple and saying good-bye to that ugly, 
old Ammah at the top of the steps.” 

“If the Doctor comes, what shall I say ? ” 

“IT shall be back by then. He is not likely to arrive 
before half-past eight. It is not yet seven o’clock.”’ 

Nourma lifted her finger as the sound of distant voices 
fell on their ears. 

“Oh! husband! they have just missed me and they are 
running everywhere to find me!” She shuddered with fear. 

‘* Joy of my soul! you are safe with me; there is nothing 
to be afraid of.” 

The noise increased, and as Nurse Mary in sun-hat and 
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cloak went down the great staircase, she heard shouts and 
cries. With a smile on her lips she passed through the rose 
garden and out by a side door. 

The jungle was fresh and cool, and sweet with the scent - 
of newly opened buds. She walked quickly and arrived 
at the platform where stood the image of the Ammah. 
No one was on the hill, and she congratulated herself that 
she had the place to herself. 
~~ After examining the plinth and its position, she approached 
the chasm on the other side of the pathway. It seemed to 
be choked with vegetation. There was no railing to guard 
it. A man in the dark coming down the hill, if he did not 
know the way, might easily make a false step and slip into 
it.. She wondered if there was any way out down below. 
Tradition said there was none. Shrubs and creepers clus- 
tered thick at the edge and hid the lip of the cleft. 

She did not stay long nor waste any time speculating on 
the relics of tragedies long forgotten that must lie at the 
bottom of that deep hole. Climbing up the next flight of 
steps, she arrived at another level space or landing. Near 
this spot was the tree in which Michael had had a machan 
built for his brother to sit up for the tiger. A rough ladder 
swung from the great bough on which the shelter rested. 
Nurse Mary looked at it critically. ‘‘ Even I could climb 
up there,”’ was her comment. 

She turned away and continued her walk towards the 
place where the temple stood. There was no necessity for 
haste, and she vaguely wondered why she was hurrying. 
Why was she so anxious to get her walk over? Now and 
then she stopped to take breath. Then she rushed onwards 
without reason. As she stood poised on one of the steep 
steps hewn in the living rock, she turned and looked out 
towards the house, listening, for what? the sound of a 
motor horn. Jimmy perhaps was coming to-day if he could 
get away, and she badly wanted to talk to Jimmy. She 
had given Maurice no encouragement to repeat his visit. 

On again she went till she reached the temple. She stepped 
down into the portico and glanced at the sacrificial stone in 
front of the closed door. Its blackened appearance told 
her that the villagers had been busy lately with their blood 
offerings. Horrible creatures! was her mental comment 
as she turned to the door. 
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It was just as she had seen it on her previous visit. There 
was the hole through which she had thrust her stick. It had 
been seized by some mysterious creature that had found 
its way inside. She wondered if it was there still. 

The spirit of adventure was upon her. She put her 
walking-stick into the hole, hoping that she might have 
the same experience. Without Daood in attendance she 
would have an opportunity of examining the phenomenon 
at her leisure. If it was an animal, she might possibly irri- 
tate it until it growled or scolded and betrayed itself by its 
voice. 

A disappointment awaited her. The stick met with no 
obstruction. It moved easily from side to side and was left 
free. She took it out and put her lips to the hole, as if it 
were a telephone, hailing the Ammah and calling her to 
come and open the door to a visitor. 

‘“*I am the White Ammah! Let me in, sister!” she 
cried. ‘‘ What’s that yousay? ‘Toobusy!’ Oh! non- 
sense! I won’t be put off like that!” 

Then she laughed at her own folly; but it amused her 

and she continued her conversation. 
' * What? you don’t understand English! Your Excel- 
lency’s education has been sadly neglected, considering that 
you are a demoness. What? You belong to.an age long 
past ? Ah! I suppose it is rather discouraging to an elderly 
lady like yourself to find that you are left behind in the 
march of modern events.” 

She dropped into Hindustani, the colloquial language of 
the household as well as the family. 

“Are you there, Sahiba? You won’t open your door, 
you say? Take care that I don’t come with my spells made 
up of dynamite and burst it open. By one touch I can blow 
in your rock front door! Yes! and blow you out of your 
' temple, Sahiba!” 

Again she laughed at her own nonsense. | 

““Oh! if only Daood could only hear me! He would 
set the whole village busy sacrificing to us both, to turn away 
our wrath. Salaam! Ammah! ‘Thou art my servant and 
I am thy mistress. Let this stay in thy mind lest I grow 
angry and destroy thee. I take my leave. Heegum! Ho- 
gum! Bish!” | 

There were traces of a faintly defined pathway up the 
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rock into which the temple was built. It might have been 
made by the goats of the villagers or by jackals. It was not 
a humah track, for it ran under the bushes in places where 
a man could not easily pass except on his hands and 
knees. 

If she had had time, she might have tried to penetrate 
it, on the chance of finding a rift in the rock which would 
give an entrance to the temple. It would be an object for 
a walk another morning—if she prolonged her stay. 

She glanced round before starting back. The espionage 
under which she lived had already taught her to be always 
on the watch for spies. Even as she turned away from the 
porch of the temple there was a‘rustle in the ferns and under- 
growth a little distance away. She picked up a stone and 
threw it into the bushes. 

‘A jackal! shooh! shooh! My lady Ammah! remove 
thy vile body from my path!” she cried in Hindustani as 
she ran down the steps leading homewards, her black cloak 
flying out behind her. 

Oriental imperialism, she thought, was very catching. 
Already she was adopting an imperious manner even in 
speaking to one of the lesser deities. It would have afforded 
her immense satisfaction if she could have spoken to the 
Beebee hergelf on the subject of Nourma in the same manner 
in which she had talked to the Ammah. As she passed the 
ugly image on the pedestal, she waved her hand to it. 

‘** Curse if thou wilt, Ammah. Thou hast found a con- 
querer in me, thy elder sister, the White Ammah!”’ she 
cried, as she sprang down the next flight of steps and hurried 
on towards the house. 

The servants gazed strangely at her as she passed near 
their quarters. One man, of whom she made inquiries 
concerning Mahmoud’s welfare, salaamed low and _ pros- 
trated himself at her feet. 

‘* He is better, noble one! He will be better still when 
the presence has time to come and.cast an eye upon him. 
This slave, this worm craves also the benefit of a kind look 
that will bring good luck.”’ 

‘* Rise, servant of the house; and tell Mahmoud that I 
will come and see him before midday.” 

She passed on rapidly and reached the upper verandah. 
Cassim sat in front of the closed door of her room, He rose 
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at sight of his mistress. To him the presence of Nourma 
was no secret. 

** All well,-Cassim ? ” 

** By the grace of Allah all is well, ma’am.” 

“Where is the young master ? ” 

** Still in madam’s room.”” Then he added, as she waited 
for further information: ‘“‘ The master’s wife is with him. 
Twice has the big master been to ask for him ; but the Sahib 
will not speak. The Shahzada believes that your Honour is 
there also. He would have forced me to enter to carry a 
message, but I showed that the doors were barred on the 
inner side and there .was no entrance.” 

“* That was quite right ; you could not have entered, how- 
ever much you had wished.” 

‘“‘ There is trouble in the hareem. They have discovered 
that the young master’s wife has run away; and no one 
knows where she is.”’ 

Cassim’s eyes twinkled as he told his tale, but he did not 
allow his lips to smile. 

“When was the loss discovered ? ”’ 

“Just as your Excellency went out to walk. They 
thought that the Sahiba was asleep on her bed. The cushions 
and pillows were laid to look like some one in bed. The 
mosquito curtains were lowered and the room was darkened 
by the closed shutters, The women believed that she slept 
late after a night of bitter weeping for her husband, and they 
did not disturb her. Outside her door they sat and waited 
for her waking. At last one of the old mothers went near 
the divan, and looking through the curtain could see no 
movement of breathing. She slipped a hand under the 
curtain, it is said; and she found nothing but pillows in 
place of the Sahiba.’’ 

** And then what happened ? ” asked Nurse Mary, amuse- 
ment twinkling in her own eyes as well as the servant’s. 

‘* The old woman ran out to spread the news through the 
hareem and a search was made. The Beebee, awakened 
from late sleeping, came out. She questioned and scolded 
and now she is punishing. Your Honour can hear the 
screams, like wild cats fighting in the jungle.” 

There was a knocking at the hareem door leading on 
to at verandah. Cassim glanced towards it undis- 
turbed, 
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‘“* Many times have they knocked, those demented women 
of the hareem; but I have not opened. They shout their 
questions through the door, praying me to tell them if it 
is known in these rooms where the Sahiba hides. They say 
that they will all be killed unless she is quickly found.” 

‘* You have not told them that the Sahiba is in my care ?”’ © 
asked Nurse Mary. | 

‘This slave never speaks without permission,” said the 
old man, a little hurt at the suggestion that he would divulge 
his mistress’s secrets and talk of her affairs. 

The knocking at the door grew louder. Nurse Mary 
~ went swiftly to it and drew back the bolts. She opened it 
and, stood on the threshold in the doorway. She was con- 
fronted by a group of frightened women of all ages. At the 
sight of Cassim they slipped their muslin drapery over 
their heads and pulled it across their faces, so that their 
features could not be seen by him. They fell back ina 
bunch at the sight of the White Ammah. 

** What is all this noise? Am I to have no peace and 
quiet ? Who gives you leave to hammer on the door as if 
it was the village tomtom?” cried Nurse Mary with an 
assumption of anger. 

‘“‘ Excellency ! pardon these poor slaves. The Sahiba 1° ee 

‘‘'Yes! what have you to say of the young Beebee ? ”’ she 
demanded sharply. 

‘She is missing, most noble one. Her attendants saw 
her safely into her bed. They drew down the mosquito 
curtains. She slept even before they had extinguished 
the lights. Lo! this morning, when the coffee was ready 
which the Sahiba desires on waking, she was gone. The 
Beebee scolds and punishes and we poor worms weep.” 

Thereupon hands were raised in entreaty and tears began 
to flow. 

‘* Tell your mistress to scold and punish no more. The 
young Beebee is safe, safe with her husband to whom I 
gave her last night.” — 

“Ah! bah! Aiyoh! Yemmah!” were the ejaculations 
with which this piece of news was received. 

‘Why trouble about it? Is it not the place for a true 
wife, in her husband’s arms ? ” asked Nurse Mary, who was 
enjoying herself more than a little. 

One of the women, ventured to ask how the Sahiba escaped. 


272 DESIRE AND DELIGHT 


Nurse Mary smiled. The temptation was too great to 
resist. : 

‘Am I not rightly called the White Ammah?” she 
cried. ‘‘ I drew the young Beebee from her bed ; I took her 
. to her husband. At the sight of her his fever disappeared ; 
his pains fled. He was asa man in his full health, newly risen 
from his sleep after having eaten a good supper. With 
praises to Allah and his Prophet he carried her away to his 
room, and they have been together ever since.”’ 

They listened in awe and their knees trembled beneath 
them. The woman who had spoken ventured to say: 

‘Last night we slept, the five of us, by this door that 
leads to the Sahib’s room. None could pass without our 
knowing it, for two or three of us were always awake and 
watching.”’ 

Nurse Mary laughed as she answered : 

‘**Do you see the Ammah of the droog when she passes 
by unless she chooses to take the form of a jackal or a bat ? 
Can you see her when as a small fly she walks through a 
crack in the door? Neither can you see when the White 
-Ammah moves. Tell your mistress, she whom you call the 

Beebee, that the Beebee Nourma is safe and happy with her 
husband, and she is in the keeping of the White Ammah. 
Aye! tell her that this little finger of mine ’’—she held up her 
hand with her little finger extended.—" this little finger is 
stronger than the Beebee’s whole body ; stronger than the 
whole of the hareem. Go; carry my message and lose not 
a single word as you value my favour.” 

She closed the door on the terrified crew and bolted it © 
again. 

or They have given me the position themselves and I 
may as well accept it since it has its advantages.” 

Then she knocked at her own door and entered. Nourma, 
who had let her in, clasped her in her arms in the warm 
abandonment of her emotion. 

‘* Sister ! shall I ever be able to thank you? I am so 
happy ! so happy !”’ 

Before Nurse Mary could reply the distant hoot of a motor 
horn fell on their ears. 

“It is the Doctor. I must go down again. Captain 
Gabriel, is it safe to leave your wife here ? ”’ 

** Quite ; we shall have no more trouble now. I know 
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the ways of the hareem. The women are beaten and they 
are aware of it. My wife may walk safely in and out as she 
leases.”’ 

‘*Then the sooner she is established in these rooms the 
better. I shall leave to-morrow.” 

‘** Please don’t hurry away.” 

‘*Come down with me now and we will tell the Doctor 
that I am ready to return. My work was done last night 
when I brought you your wife.” 

‘For which I shall be eternally grateful,’’ he said in a 
low voice. | 

They were moving down the stairs. 

‘* There is only one thing I should like to have helped you 
to do,”’ she said, trying in vain to quiet the beating of her 
heart. Would the occupant of the car be Jimmy or Maurice ? 

‘** What is that?’ he asked. 

‘*T wish we could together have cleared up the mystery 
of this human tiger.”’ 

‘* I will sit up for it to-night and shoot it whether it is man 
or beast.” ; 

‘* We'll discuss it later. Ah! Here is Colonel Edenhope 
the Commandant. Very good of him to come a second 
time,” she said with a calmness she was far from feeling. 


CHAPTER XXX 


f pagers sprang up the steps of the portico and met 
them in the verandah. They shook hands, and Nurse 
Mary said at once: 

‘““This is kind of you to come and see Captain Gabriel 
again so soon. I am delighted to have a good report to 
give. My patient has recovered from his fall; and if he 
needs any nursing, his wife will be able to do it.” 

He looked at her wistfully. An unreasonable hope took 
possession of him that she meant more than she said. Could 
it be possible that she would return with him that very 
morning ? 

‘*T have much to be grateful for, sir,’ said Gabriel. 
‘* Nurse Mary brought me my wife last evening.” 

‘““I am so glad,’’ Edenhope answered, slightly embar- 
rassed. He had heard the story from Dumbarton of the 
difficulties that had been put in the way of their reunion. 

Before I go I mean to see her established in the rooms 
Toccupy,” said Nurse Mary. ‘“‘ They are her rooms, properly 
speaking. To-morrow morning, if you will give me leave, I 
will begin my holiday.” 

Again she addressed him as any other nurse might have 
addressed her superior officer. It extinguished all hope of 
a drive back that morning with her when he might have 
found an opportunity of saying all that was in his heart. 

**T am sure you have earned it. You will come back to 
Bangalore before you start ?”’ he replied. 

‘* For:a day—yes ; just to pack up my belongings; and 
I shall leave by the night mail.” 

His eyes were fixed upon her with an intentness of which 
he was unconscious. 

** Would you like to return to-day?” he asked, 
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“I’m not ready ; I must have time to pack up, thanks.” 

‘Shall you go to the hills? ” he asked. 

**Thaven’t decided. Ifeela longing forthe sea. Colombo 
tempts me strongly.” 

*“'You—you still have possession of the house at 
Coonoor ? ”’ 

There was a shade of sharpness in the laugh that suddenly 
escaped her lips. 

“The House of Desire and Delight !” she said, avoiding 
his eye. ‘*‘ Why, of course. It is not mine to sell or give 
away. All I could do was to keep it from rack and ruin, 
and let it to a careful tenant. Look! here comes Michael 
Sahib and the whole household! This is the first time we 
have seen him this morning. He and his wife will have a 
bone to pick with me if they have the courage.” 

** How is that?” he asked. 

“It is over my wife, sir. They did not find out till this 
morning that she had escaped from the hareem, and they 
have had a very anxious hour looking for her,” said Gabriel, 
watching his brother approach. Michael moved with a 
curious mixture of haste and dignity. 

The formal speeches began and Edenhope was bored 
almost beyond endurance. He had come to see Nurse 
Mary and had not reckoned on finding her with Gabriel ; 
nor did he anticipate a second interview with the pompous 
Michael. As soon as the wordy address of welcome was 
ended Michael turned to his brother, whom he met now for 
the first time that morning, and spoke to him in a loud 
voice. 

“You made us very anxious, brother; first by your 
relapse ; ; and secondly by keeping us in ignorance of our 
sister’s movements. She is safe, I hope?” 

** Quite safe in her old quarters, where she will remain.” 

‘Is it convenient to the English lady ? ”’ 

‘‘ It is my will and my pleasure that she should be there,” 
replied Nurse Mary. ‘‘ To-morrow I take my leave.” 

Michael looked from one to the other. Then remembering 
Colonel Edenhope’s presence, he addressed himself to the 
visitor ; and this time he stuck closely to him and refused to 
be shaken off. 

Gabriel made his excuses and went back to his quarters. 
Nurse Mary watched his retreat with immense satisfaction, 
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No trace of the invalid remained ; no sign of the fever-ridden, 
home-sick man she had brought here from the Hospital. 
Youth had returned with all its joie de vivre, and she rejoiced. 
Her attention came back to Edenhope and Michael. 

The Commandant was growing very restive under the 
infliction of Michael’s polite protestations. He saw no chance 
of any private conversation with Nurse Mary unless she 
accorded it. He had no excuse for asking for it; and he 
was not at all sure that if he did make the request she would 
accede to it. 

‘*T must be going,” he said, rising from his chair and 
addressing Michael. “You will excuse me, I am sure.’ 
He turned to Nurse Mary. ‘“ What time would you like 
the car to come to-morrow morning ? ”’ 

‘* At half-past seven. I shall be at the Hospital by nine, 
perhaps sooner. I hope to get away from Bangalore by 
the evening train. Then, hurrah for my hohday { I mean 
to have a good time wherever I go.’ 

*‘ Alone ? You have no companion ? ”’ he asked. 

** Not more alone than usual,’ she retorted. 

Again he was obliged to listen to Michael, who was accom- 
panying him to the car. 

‘*T hoped to have had a chat with you,” said Edenhope 
to Nurse Mary rather lamely as they arrived in the portico. 

‘* Plenty of time for that to-morrow,” she responded 
quickly. ‘‘ Anything we may have to say to each other 
will keep, I’m sure. Good-bye, Maurice. Sorry you troubled 
to come over to see Captain Gabriel. I assure you he is as 
well as Iam.” She held out her hand. “ Salaams to Dr. 
Dumbarton. Cheerful old sport, isn’t he?” she added 
with a laugh“and not looking for a reply. 

Her slang jarred ; it was flippant and her voice rang hard 
and devoid of sentiment of any kind. It stung him to 
hear it. What she was now he had madeher. Hard? yes! 
hard as nails ! 

He got into the car without a word ; he could not have 
spoken just then had he tried ever so much, Her manner 
as well as her words numbed him into silence. 

The car moved off and he left the house with a vision of 
Nurse Mary, standing. on the top step of the portico by 
Michael’s side, laughing as she oes to one of his long- 
winded speeches, 
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What a fool he had been to come ! was his inward thought. 
Dumbarton had proposed running over this morning ; but 
Edenhope had put him off by saying that he intended going 
himself. As the car ran swiftly towards Bangalore, he asked 
himself angrily if anything different was to be expected from 
the woman who had suffered at his hands. 

She had taken up her position and she had pushed him 
into his. She was no child to be swayed this way and that. 
The years that had passed since he had engaged himself 
to her had ploughed their furrows on her character and his. 
Whatever he might be, she had emerged from the process 
sheathed in self-assurance, self-restraint, resignation and 
an iron resolution to be happy, come what might. Her 
armour, as far as he could see, was impenetrable. She was 
not only on the defensive. Occasionally it seemed to him 
that she was actually on the offensive. 

In taking the long drive, he had hoped that she would 
understand that it had been done for her sake. But he 
could not be sure. She had changed. He had discovered 
that fact on his first visit. His experience on this, his second, 
had confirmed it and taught him something more. She was 
no longer a warm-hearted, generous, unsuspicious girl to 
be easily won; she was a woman scarred with sorrow and 
fearful of having to suffer again. Above all, the conviction 
was forced upon him that her love was killed. Was it killed 
beyond all recovery ? 

Edenhope was not a man to take his difficulties sitting. 
The very thought of obstacles roused in him a spirit of per- 
severance. He had already decided that it would be of no 
use to attempt to pick up broken threads. The course 
to pursue, if she would only give him his chance, would be 
to begin his wooing all over again and take nothing for 
granted. He would have to make love to his wife as though 
he were attracted for the first time. 

And was he attracted sufficiently to face the task ? 

Yes! a thousand times yes! Something undeveloped 
in the personality of the girl had drawn him towards her 
years ago, and made him single her out as the one woman 
among all others who was desirable. That very quality— 
he could not name it—was now developed through the ordeal 
of fire to which she had been subjected. If it was fascinating 
in the early days, it was irresistibly attractive now. It 
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pervaded her character and was the mainspring of all her 

actions. It accounted for her presence in Gabriel’s house ; 
her determination to stay there till the task she had set her- 
self was accomplished. 

He had seen the gratitude in the young Muhammadan’s 
eyes. Gabriel had said but little; but he had shown that 
he was aware of all he owed to Nurse Mary: the recovery 
of his health, of his peace of mind and of his wife. She had 
brought about their reunion in spite of the malicious opposi- 
tion of the hareem and its dangerous intrigues. Her courage 
had not failed her; and, brave true heart that she was ! 
she had no intention of leaving the happy couple till she 
was assured that all would go well with them. - 

It was a strange task she had undertaken; she of all 
people! Her faith in men could not be entirely destroyed 
if she occupied herself in the bringing of husband and wife 
together. There must still be a good deal of the milk of 
human kindness left. 

If he could find the opportunity and the courage to ac- 
knowledge his sin against her and throw himself on her 
mercy; plead for forgiveness; assure her of his deep 
undying love, could he rekindle the fires that had been so 
ruthlessly extinguished ? 

To-morrow ! to-morrow! All day to-morrow she would 
~ be within sight, within reach. 

In spite of Mrs. Frome’s discouraging, deadening words— 
that his wife had learned to do without him—hope sprang 
in his breast again and again. It died away only to be 
resuscitated as he strengthened in his determination to make 
the attempt. 

The car took him to the Hospital, where he had yet to go 
his usual morning rounds. Dumbarton met him with i inquiry 
in his eyes, although he asked no question. — 

‘ Gabriel is better, much better,” he said, avoiding the 
other’s gaze. 
- “None the worse for his fall ? ”’ 

** Apparently not. Heis supremely happy ; too happy to 
think of his bruises. His wife has been restored to him.” 

““ Good! how did it come about ? ” 

“I -had no opportunity to ask how it was done. That 
old bore, Michael, was there. I only learned that it was 
through the good offices of—er—Nurse Mary.” 
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** Splendid ! first rate! When Nurse Mary sets her heart 
on doing a good turn to any one, you may bet your last 
rupee that it will be done. Now she will be able to get 
away on her holiday. She deserves it, if any one does! 
Not a day off has she had since I’ve known her here, and 
that’s over a year. Do you happen to have heard what she 
is going to do with herself? When does she leave ? ” 

‘“She would like to get away to-morrow, if possible,” 
replied Edenhope, passing over the first question; but 
Jimmy was not tod be put off. : : 

““Good!” he cried. ‘°* Did she say where she means to 
go for her holiday ? ” 

‘** Nothing very definite. She mentioned Colombo as 
attractive.” : 

** Colombo !”’ repeated Dumbarton in surprise. ‘‘ What 
on earth does she want to go there for? Bet ten to one that 
there’s some camouflage in it.” _ 

‘She said she wanted a breath of sea air.”’ 

** Not going to try for a passage home, I hope. There are 
none to be had. Is she coming back here? ”’ 

‘Only for the day, just to collect her personal property. 
I am to send the car for her early in the morning, so that she 
is here by breakfast.” 

‘** Are you going, sir?” | 

“ T didn’t think of doing so. It would be as well perhaps 
if one of us went in case any difficulty should arise. The 
women of the hareem are very angry, I believe, at her inter- 
ference in family affairs. Will you go, Dumbarton ? ” 

** Can you spare me, sir? ”’ 

**I think so. I shall be more at ease if some one with 
authority is there to bring her away. The household will 
'see that she is a person of importance, and will be impressed.”’ 

‘* If necessary, I suppose I may use authority, the authority 
of the Commandant of the Hospital ? ” 

Edenhope smiled rather sadly. 

**T am afraid we haven’t much authority over the V.A.D. 
nurses when they go on leave. Her leave begins to-morrow 
mo 39 


CHAPTER XXXI 


See day passed quietly when once the excitement in the 
hareem had subsided. After receiving the White 
Ammah’s message to the effect. that her little finger was 
stronger than the whole body of the Beebee, Lilith ceased 
her round of punishments and retired to herroom. There she 
sulked and indulged in fits of angry weeping. Her anger 
was mixed with fear; for she believed what the White 
Ammah had said: her little finger was stronger than the 
hareem. 
She sent for the five women who were entrusted to guard 
the door leading to Gabriel’s rooms. They had orders that 
if the young Sahib appeared they were instantly to rouse the 
Shahzada himself. Ifthe Sahiba presented herself, they were 
to oppose her passage on the plea that her husband was too ill 
to see her. The White Ammah herself had forbidden it. 

The five combined in telling a wonderful tale of having 
seen two pale forms come up the corridor together. As they 
approached they dwindled in size, becoming smaller and 
smaller until they were barely visible. They took the shape 
of white moths. 

The women, fearing that something was wrong, tried to 
catch the moths. Instead of flying away, the moths dashed 
in their faces as though they would blind them. In great 
fear the whole five crouched together against the wall, and 
watched the insects creep through a chink inthe door. They 
had wings like the moonlight and each had two fiery red . 
eyes terrible to behold. 

‘** Most noble lady ! what can these poor slaves do when 
Allah permits the White Ammah to weave spells that are too 
strong for all the wise men in the country ? ”’ asked the oldest 
woman of the party, as she wept and tossed back the grey 
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hair she had loosened and dishevelled in token of her grief. 

Lilith only half believed the story. She would have liked 
to have rejected it altogether ; but she was naturally super- 
stitious, and she could not rid herself of the belief that Nurse 
Mary had knowledge of magic as well as medicine. In India 
the two are always united in the person of the hakeem or 
Doctor. 

**'You were all asleep!” she cried angrily. “If I gave 
you your deserts, I should have you shut up without food and 
drink until the sun had twice risen and set.”’ 

‘Qh ! wise daughter of the moon ! oh! mother of a noble | 
young prince! we slept not! Three of us watched while 
two only closed their eyes. We had veil and sandals ready 
to run anywhere that might be necessary ; but we saw no- 
thing but the two white moths.”’ 

The Beebee was obliged to accept their story. If she did 
not believe it, others would. It was a tale that would be 
frequently repeated, and with its repetition faith would be 
strengthened. The women studied her face and detected 
signs of incredulity. 

** Noble queen of our fate |! we speak the truth. Never was 
there such power and strength as that possessed by the White 
Ammah. She rules the Ammah of the droog and lays her 
orders upon her as if she were but a dhoby’s ass.” | 

** What do you mean ? speak out; there is more to tell ; 
and take care that you do not say what is untrue or I will 
certainly punish you.” 7 | 

“Tt is true what we will tell now, this very minute. Only 
this morning one from the kitchen, a small lad, that has the 
cunning of the jackal and the silence of the snake, was sent 
to watch the White Ammah as she took her walk. His story 
is terrible to hear ; ; it makes the heart beat like the hammer of 
the carpenter.” 

‘* What did the White Ammah do ?’? asked the Beebee, 
interested in spite of her ill-humour. 

‘* She climbed up the steps till she came to the image of the 
Ammah. She stopped and spoke to her, and the image 
nodded its head and blinked its eyes, like one that listened 

and feared. Then the White Ammah went on to the temple.” 
' The women, placed their hands before their mouths and 
groaned in awe. 

“* Well! go on, thou daughter.of a snail. Never was 
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* anyone so slow in the telling of a tale!” cried the impatient 
mistress of the hareem. 

‘** The White Ammah called the Ammah of the droog her 
sister, her younger sister; and our Ammah replied praying 
for mercy. But the other had no mercy. She thrust her 
magic stick through the hole in the door and caused it to 
lengthen until it reached every corner. With spells and 
curses she beat the Ammah of the droog as though she were 
her daughter-in-law ; she called her names and laughed at 
her! We all know that the laugh of the devil is far worse 
than its cry ; for it means that it is master and is bringing 
mischief on all alike. The boy said that his heart turned 
to water and all his strength left him.” 

‘Did she see him? ”’ 

“He kept out of sight ; but she knew he was there ; . for 
she threw stones at him. By her magic the stones turned 
red hot when they fell.” * 

‘*' What else happened ?,” 

‘* When she had done giving her orders to the Ammah 
and scolding her, she descended the steps to return. Most 
noble ruler of the hareem! this is the truth. The White 
Ammah did not use her feet. She caused her black cloak to 
become wings with which she flew like a big bat down each 
flight of steps. She passed more swiftly than a man could 
run. It was dreadful to see. When she came to the image 
she stopped and again cast spells and spoke curses that made 
the airsmoke. Again the image blinked and bowed its head, 
knowing full well that it was in the presence of a stronger 
devil than itself. Oh! most noble lady, we shall have 
trouble! We shall be driven from our home! We shall 
die for all this!” 

The women threw their draperies over their heads and 
wailed in chorus. 

. on is the boy who has brought this tale? ” asked 
ilith. 

“* He is sick and his people say that he will die. All day 
he has been moaning under a rug. He will not eat. Fear 
has made his blood cease to flow.” 

Lilith asked a few more questions and dismissed the 
women, who were thankful to escape with whole skins. They 
went to repeat their story to all who would listen ; and they 
were never without an audience. The tales they told lost 
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nothing in the repetition. Details were added wherever the 
imagination prompted and in one respect they served a 
good purpose: they took the attention of the hareem from 
Nourma and her husband. 

The stories spread to the servants belonging to Michael’s 
establishment and through them to the gardeners and water- 
men. During the two hours given at midday for food and 
rest these men found their audiences in the village, where the 
news created excitement and dismay. A council was called, 
and it was decided to send a message to the village. purohit 
asking him to fix a day for a big propitiatory ceremony. 
The village promised to supply the animals required for the 
sacrifice of blood to be offered at the door of the temple and 
before the image on the platform. 

Michael paid a visit to his wife during the day. To him she 
repeated the tale. He made light of it all as village gossip, 
and asked if she had turned intoa Hindu that she believed 
such nonsense. What was an Ammah to a Believer ? ”’ 

: ** Tt may be a Jin,” she said sulkily. 

“The English nurse is certainly not a Jin,” said Michael 
decisively. ‘‘ She is only a very clever, persevering English- 
woman. She is quite right when she says that her little 
finger is stronger than you and your hareem, wife. It is such 
women as Nurse Mary, as they call her, who make the Eng- 
lishmen what they are; rulers of this land. Where did your 
women watch last night ? ”’ 

‘** At the door of the hareem leading into the verandah.” 

** And while they watched there, our sister veiled in black 
passed down the outer staircase used by the servants and 
up the stairs leading to the Englishwoman’s rooms. Nourma 
occupied those rooms when she was first married and she 
can find her way anywhere about them in the dark. The 
mischief 1 is done. Trouble no more over the girl ; it is use- 
less.” 

** Who told you how she escaped ? ” 

** My brother, of course; and he laughed as he spoke of 

it. 393 

There was silence for a while and Lilith looked at her hus- 
band as though there was much in her mind. 

‘Would it be possible, think you, my lord, to make it 
necessary for our brother to return to the Hospital? We 
could then go to our house in Mysore and take our sister with 
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us. If you left us there for three months, I—might be able— 
to—undo——”’_ She did not finish her sentence nor give any 
further explanation. Michael nodded and lifted a hand for 
silence. 

After a little more conversation—which was carried on in a 
whisper—he left his wife and later in the day sought his 
brother. 

Gabriel met him with a hearty welcome and a pleasanter 
manner than he had shown ever since his arrival home. 

‘**T am so happy to have my wife with me,” he said frankly. 
** It is as if the sun, long darkened by clouds, had suddenly 
shone forth.” 

‘*IT am pleased if you are pleased,”’ responded Michael 
amiably. ‘‘ Where is our sister, Nourma ? ” 

‘*In Nurse Mary’s room, where she will stay. ‘To-morrow 
my wife’s women will be able to come. Nurse Mary leaves 
us in the morning.” 

‘** We ought to make her a present.” 

*“You heard what the Doctor said. It is forbidden. 
To-night I shall sit up for the tiger. My wife will remain 
under Nurse Mary’s care. I shall start soon after sunset, 
and I shall remain in the machan till a little before dawn.”’ 

‘Michael expressed his gratification, and looked his pleasure. 

‘* T was afraid lest the possession of your wife might cause 
you to forget the beast. The machan is finished. I have 
had it roofed over with branches and made as comfortable 
as is possible. Ifthe tiger comes, it will be about four o’clock 
when the moon is up; but it is my belief that the brute has 
left the hill and that we shall see no more of it.””_~ 

** You may be right,” replied Gabriel, rousing himself from 
deep thought. ‘“‘ Have you made any further i inquiry about 
the grey horse?” 

** It. died of colic from careless feeding and watering. It 
was given too much guinea-grass which was freshly cut, and 
it was allowed to drink its fill.” 

“The syce—is he here?” 

‘** He has run away and we shall see no more of him. I 
will join you when you go to the hill and walk a little way. 
We have a white kid to tie up this time.” 

Gabriel did not reply. He knew that the horse had been 
poisoned and he was not satisfied with the line his brother 
was taking; but he kept his own counsel. 
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As the sun passed to its setting behind the distant Western 
Ghats, the two brothers walked along the path leading to the 
temple. They talked together in friendly fashion until they 
came to the bottom of the steps. Here Michael excused 
himself on the score of not wishing to mount the hill. Dark- 
ness was coming on quickly also, and he added with a laugh, 
he had no desire to encounter the striped or spotted beast, 
whichever it might be. 

Gabriel, carrying a rifle and small quantity of ammuni- 
tion, continued his journey by himself. He glanced at the 
image of the Ammah with a smile, admitting to himself that 
she had rather & terrifying appearance. | 

* * 


The night passed quietly. Between one and two o’clock 
the moon, which was in its third quarter, rose and climbed 
into a cloudless sky. No sound of a rifle shot disturbed the 
silence of the night. The white kid, tired out with its rest- 
less fright and bleatings, resigned itself to its fate and slept in 
the long grass and ferns. 

It was past five o’clock and dawn would soon be appearing. 
There was a stir in the machan and the khaki-clad figure of 
Nurse Mary descended from the tree by the bamboo ladder. 
She was alone. Gabriel had vanished. He had left his 
rifle behind for a servant to fetch later on. She walked 
slowly down the stone steps towards the platform where the 
image of the Ammah rested. She made no attempt to muffle 
the sound of her stout riding boots on the stone. The kid 
awoke and bleated piteously at being forsaken. The moon- 
light touched the steps with a chequered pattern of silver, but 
the image itself was in shade. On the level space between 
the steps and the image the full flood of the moonlight fell, 
touching the glistening foliage of the growth round the lip 
of the chasm. 

At the last step Nurse Mary paused in her walk and stood 
looking around as though she half expected the tiger to be 
crouching near. She listened for sounds that might betray 
its presence. Perhaps she regretted not having brought 
Gabriel’s rifle down with her, for she was totally unarmed. 

A faint rustle in the bushes that overhung the mouth of 
the chasm riveted her attention and she watched the foliage 
closely. At one spot it was slightly agitated. There was no 
wind, however, to move a single leaf; the morning breeze 
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had not yet risen. Like one too fascinated to move, she 
remained motionless. 

Out of the thick leafage crept a striped beast walking 
awkwardly on all fours. It faced Nurse Mary and slowly 
drew near her. Suddenly it rose on its hind legs as if to 
strike down its victim. At that moment a terrible cry came 
from the image of the Ammah. 

The tiger, still standing upright, turned quickly towards the 
pedestal. An awful sight met the eyes of the human 
beast. The Ammah on the plinth had disappeared. She 
had apparently come down from her place and was moving 
towards him. 

The eyes of the apparition were enormous and glittered 
in the moonlight. They were without eyelids and eyeballs. 
The nose was elongated into a thick trunk at the end of 
which was the pig’s snout of the Ammah. Slowly the demon- 
ess advanced towards the murderous villain who was mas- 
querading as a tiger. The sight seemed to terrify him. He 
forgot his sinister purpose; the strength went out of his 
limbs ; he could only gaze in paralyzing terror at those 
ghastly eyes and the swinish snout. 

The tiger lifted its hands as though in entreaty and stepped 
back. The Ammah advanced. Step by step they moved 
while Nurse Mary at the foot of the stairs watched with a 
curious, fascinated gaze. It was in vain that the tiger en- 
deavoured to keep the distance between himself and the 
Ammah. The demon came on inexorably, nearer and 
nearer. Now they were both on the platform in the full 
moonlight. Nurse Mary advanced a step or two, but the 
tiger in his terror had forgotten her presence as well as his 
own evil intention. 

The movement continued till the tiger was driven to the 
very edge of the chasm. The Ammah took another step 
forward and the tiger stepped backward, his heel over the 
edge. He must have fallen into the cleft if Nurse Mary, 
seeing the danger, had not darted forward with outstretched 
hands to help him. 

The man in the tiger skin, feeling the insecurity of the 
shelving ground beneath his feet, clutched wildly at the 
rescuing arm which he seized with his right hand above the 
wrist. 

A scream of pain rang out on the silent air ; and they fell 
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together as they hovered on the verge of the pit. The 
Ammah laid a hand on each and dragged them a few inches 
forward into safety. | | 

The human tiger was on his face, limp and inert. The 
sight of the demon had been too much for him; he had 
fainted. Nurse Mary sat crumpled up with ‘pain,'nursing her 
arm from which the blood poured. 

The Ammah with an exclamation of dismay threw off the 
gas mask and tossed it down by the side of the pedestal. 

*'You are hurt!” cried Gabriel, kneeling by her side. 
‘*What is it?” 

‘** Something has given me an awful cut and I am bleeding. ° 
Gracious ! how it pains !”’ 

He turned quickly to the motionless figure lying face 
downwards and with a rough movement seized the man’s 
right hand. He forced open the fingers and wrenched away 
four iron rings with curved knives attached. 

‘* Ah! I thought so ! the Mahratta claws ! ”’ he said, as he 
slipped the wicked instrument into his pocket. ‘‘ Now let 
us see who it is. I have a mind to throw him into the hole 
just as he is, the brute! ”’ 

He rolled over the prostrate body. Even with her wound 
Nurse Mary could not restrain her curiosity. She leaned 
forward to see who it was. - 

Gabriel pushed back the tiger-skin flap, made of the skin 
of the animal’s forehead, and the light of the moon shone full 
upon the bloodless face of his own brother, Michael. 


CHAPTER XXXII 


LITTLE after seven the next morning the car from the 
Hospital drew up under the portico of the Garden of 
Roses. Jimmy opened the door and sprang out. He looked 
round for Nurse Mary, a smile of greeting ready for her, but 
she was nowhere to be seen. He was ten minutes later than 
the time appointed ; but it was through no fault of his. He 
had been held up by a long procession of bullock carts not 
far from the house. Moving slowly away they had hardly 
got into line and were straggling all over the road. The ends 
of many of the carts were hung with curtains through which 
excited veiled figures peeped. 

Dumbarton supposed Nurse Mary was packing and had 
not heard the hooter. He directed the chauffeur to sound it 
under the portico. To his surprise no one came. The usual 
throng of inquisitive servants was absent; the place was 
deserted. He walked through the rose garden to the second 
verandah where he had been received by Michael. Still no 
one came. 

He was contemplating a further penetration-when he saw 
Captain Gabriel coming swiftly down the stairs. He came 
forward with an extended hand. Jimmy took it with a 
hearty greeting. 

** No need to ask how you are,”’ said the latter. ‘* T never 
saw you looking so well.” 

‘**T’m first rate, Doctor; as well as ever I was ; but I am 
very much troubled and disturbed. Nurse Mary has had an 
accident.” 

** A bad one? ” asked Jimmy, his brows contracting with 
anxiety. Though he had warned her that.something of the 
sort might occur, he had not believed that it would. 

** Nothing, I hope, to make us anxious, but I am afraid she 
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has had a good deal of pain. I regret it ! oh ! how I regret it ! 
She has been so good tome! I owe her more than I can ever 
repay.” 

He was genuinely distressed and from his manner Dumbar- 
ton began to fear that she was seriously injured in some way. 

‘* Was the accident brought about purposely ? ”’ he asked. 

‘*No! I assure you it was purely accidental and unfore- 
seen.” 

‘* And its nature ? ”’ asked the Doctor, as he sprang up the 
stairs, taking two steps at atime. Gabriel had enough to do 
to keep pace with him. 

‘** Her arm is cut about and she has lost a good deal of 
blood. My wife and I have bound it up as well as we could.” 

They arrived at Nurse Mary’s door and Gabriel cried : 

‘** Gosha ! gosha! gosha! ”’ | 

There was a swift scurry of feet, and Dumbarton caught 
sight of a wisp of white drapery as Nourma vanished into the 
bedroom. | | 

Nurse Mary was dressed for the drive home. The 
sleeve of her uniform had been removed and her arm was 
in a sling. She smiled at Jimmy as he entered. 

‘* So glad you have come, Dr. Dumbarton. I am ready to 
go back with you. My luggage has gone downstairs under 
Cassim’s charge. You must find room for him.” 

Dumbarton looked keenly into her face. She was pale, and 
he could see that she had had something of a shock. He at 
once began to undo the bandage. 

‘* T must see what has happened to your arm.” He turned 
to Gabriel and asked for basin and towel. 

Gabriel went straight into the bedroom and after a few 
seconds came back with what was required. Behind him, 
looking very shy but happy, Nurse Mary saw, to her great 
surprise, Nourma. She was carrying a jug of water. Her 
white veil was drawn over her head, but her features were not 
hidden. : 
Ts this all right ? ’ asked Nurse Mary of Gabriel, her eyes 
‘on his wife. 

“It is quite right,’ he replied instantly and with pride. — 
** She is gosha of course to all others ; but I wish her to see 
._ Dr. Dumbarton, who was so kind to me while I was in Hos- 
pital. He will understand.” 

Jimmy glanced up at the. beautiful woman with no little 
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curiosity. He smiled and nodded. No wonder that Gabriel 
had been so anxious to get home when a wife like this awaited 
his coming. Then he bent to his work like the skilled surgeon 
he was, and reassured himself that all had been done that was 
possible. 

‘“Not bad for a beginner, is it?” said Nurse Mary. 
‘* Captain Gabriel and his wife bound up my arm under my 
directions. It was her first lesson in first-aid.” 

Dumbarton examined the four cuts. They were very much 
like those on Mahmoud’s back, but not so long nor so deep. 
He did what was necessary and bound up the wound again. 

**Do you think you can bear the journey back to Banga- 
lore?” he asked. | 

‘“TamsureIcan. I[wishtogo. My work here is done and 
Captain Gabriel has no more need of me.’ 

She spake as if she was tired and had lost all heart in her 
work, and was glad that it was at an end. She rose a little 
unsteadily to her feet. , 

‘* Good-bye, Nourma, for the present. Some day I will 
come.and see you and your husband again.’ 

The Muhammadan girl threw her arms round her neck and 
kissed her with words of gratitude, calling her a beloved sister. 

- Nurse Mary turned to Gabriel, refusing Dumbarton’s aid. 

‘You will help me downstairs, won’t you? I am still 
a little shaky on my legs.”’ 

It was a last act of graciousness that pleased her late 
patient more than a little. She took his arm and they went 
down the stairs, Nourma watching them with the ready 
smiles and tears of the emotional East. 

There were no inquisitive crowds behind the venetians to 
watch the departure of the White Ammah. A little group 
ofNourma’s attendants had assembled in the deserted corner 
room that had formerly been left for the exclusive use of the 
late Beebee. They were whispering among themselves. 

‘* It was the Beebee’s own fault. She need never have left 
the house if she had submitted to the will of the White 
Ammah, It was foolish to oppose a power she knew nothing 
about.” 

** Did you see her go with all her women ? ”’ 

The other nodded assent. ‘“‘ Twenty-seven carts in all! 
and still there are more things to be sent.” 

‘*‘ And the Shahzada ? what of him?” 
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‘* He went away in one of the carriages with two horses 
as the sun rose over the droog. His face was yellow with 
fear and the coachman drove fast.”’ 

‘“* Where has he gone? ”’ 

“It is not told. All we know is that he will not return. 
The young Sahib will be the Shahzada as is only right and 
proper ; and the Sahiba will be the Beebee.”’ 

** So much the better for all of us who are of her household. 
See! here comes the White Ammah! She still holds the 
Sahib in her grip.” 

‘Why is her arm bound ? ” 

“ Haven’t you heard?” replied the other, dropping her 
voice lower. ‘* Very early this morning before it was light, 
it is said that she turned herself into a man and went up 
the droog. There she fought with the tiger. She killed 
him and threw him into the pit on the droog. He was the 
Rakshah’s son who had come to punish the Ammah of the 
droog. Thenaterrible thing happened. The White Ammah 
called to her sister to help her; and our Ammah came down 
from the stone on which she sits and caught the Rakshah’s 
son by the throat. Together they squeezed his throat and 
blinded him. Afterwards they threw him into the chasm.” 

“Who told you the tale?” asked the other, shaking 
with fear. 

“IT had it from the market woman whose son has been 
up the hill this morning. He looked over the edge of the 
hole, and he saw the striped body of the tiger hanging low 
down among the bushes. He was terribly frightened, for 
he thought he saw the body move. The Rakshah’s son will 
come to life again as the sun goes down. The boy ran back 
as fast as he could.” 

“Did the Ammah really come down from her seat ? ”’ 

** She descended with a fearful cry of rage when she saw 
the tiger seize the White Ammah. She had large shining 
eyes as big as the moon and the nose of the elephant god 
with the nostrils of the image.”’ 

“How was all this known ? ”’ 

*“ Daood himself went up the hill and watched from a 
distance. The Rakshah’s son fought hard and bit the White 
Ammah in the arm. After she was bitten she turned into 
a woman again with her long black cloak. But it was no 
use struggling against her whether man or woman. She 
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is stronger than the Hindu devils; even our Jins dare not 
speak with her; there is no end to her power.” 

‘“‘ Hark! the voice of the devil that moves the carriage 
without horses! She goes! But we must not forget that 
she is still the friend of the young Shahzada and the Beebee. 
We must go. There is much to be done ; for we move to-day 
into the lower rooms.” 

As Dumbarton followed Nurse Mary and Gabriel down- 
stairs he asked how the accident happened. Gabriel replied 
promptly that Nurse Mary would give him all the details 
on the way back. They reached the portico. Again Dum- 
barton looked round in astonishment. 

‘“ Where is your brother Michael? I hope he is 
well?” 

‘* Quite well, sir. He left the house very early this morn- 
ing to go to a small estate of his own beyond Mysore. The 
ryots need his presence there,” replied Gabriel. 

‘* I passed a long procession of carts just before I arrived 
at the house,’”’ remarked Jimmy. 

‘““They contained his family and luggage.” 

‘“*Then you are alone here.”’ 

‘““ With the Beebee, my wife, sir,’? amended Gabriel. . 

The.ccr drove away, leaving the happy young Muham- 

“madan noble the sole master of his house and estates. 

For some time Nurse Mary was silent. She leaned back 
on the cushions and closed her eyes. The events of the 
early morning on the hill were beginning to show their 
effects. Ifit had not been for Gabriel’s strong helping hand, 
Michael must have fallen into the chasm; and he would 
have dragged her with him. She had felt that horrible 
sensation of balancing on the very edge that was like a 
nightmare. For a second or two Michael was poised and 
swaying on the brink. It was then that he caught at Nurse 
Mary’s outstretched arm to save himself. She, seeing his 
peril and knowing him to be a man, put forth a ready hand 
to help. Forgetting in the terror of the moment the deadly 
weapon hidden in his right hand, he had grasped her arm. 
The claw-knives cut through her flesh and gave him no hold. 
He seized her coat and then fell forward fainting at the sight 
of Gabriel in his gas-mask. 

‘Are you feeling all right ?’? asked Dumbarton, noting 
her pale face and her unusual silence. . 
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“Yes; don’t be anxious about me. I shall soon be myself 
again.” 

‘* Gabriel assured me that it was an accident,”’ he remarked 
after a pause. — | 

“It was a pure accident. I was injured trying to save 
—the tiger.” 

She related the whole story from beginning to end. 

‘* Gabriel and I were determined to unravel the mystery 
and run this human brute to earth. He went out ostensibly 
to sit up for the tiger and he let the whole house know of 
his intention. I followed after it was dark and took his 
place in the machan—not a very wise thing perhaps to do; 
but at the time we did not believe that there was any serious 
threat to his life. I carried his gas-mask and left it by the 
image of the Ammah. Just before dawn at the appointed 
time I came down from the tree. I reached the platform 
of rock and stopped to look about me. The tiger, thinking 
that I was Gabriel, crept out of the jungle at the edge of 
a chasm. He intended to spring on Gabriel and gash his . 
throat.” , | 

e A brute! and how was it that he did not spring on 
you 33 

** Before he could accomplish his purpose he heard a 
noise and looking up he saw Gabriel in his gas-mask. The 
Ammah had disappeared because my cloak had been thrown 
‘ over it. The murderer, who had never seen a gas-mask 
nor a photograph of one, believed that the apparition was 
none other than the Ammah herself who had descended 
from her pedestal and was advancing to seize him. He 
backed away towards the hole. In another second he would 
have fallen into it. I saw his danger and held out my 
hand. He clutched at it, forgetting he was armed with 
those horrible Mahratta claws. Gabriel rushed forward and 
dragged us into safety.” 

*“ It’s a pity you didn’t let the brute go.” 

‘*“He must have been killed.” : 

‘* All the better; he deserved his fate.” 

‘** But, Jimmy! who do you think the tiger was? ”’ 

** That devil of a syce who poisoned the horse.” 

** He was Michael, Gabriel’s brother.” . 

‘“* The deuce! That smooth-tongued, courtly gentleman 
Impossible ! ” | 
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‘* J assure you it was Michael and none other.” 

“What happened afterwards ? ” 

‘“‘ The first thing Gabriel did was to take away the claws, 
and the second, to pull off the tiger-skin coat in which 
Michael had disguised himself. He threw it into the cleft. 
He was only just in time; for Daood, the old peon, who 
professed to have come out early to look for the young 
master—as Mahmoud was not able to do so—turned up. 
He was trembling with fear, believing that we had had an 
encounter with the Rakshah’s son, who is said to take the 
form of a tiger. We did not undeceive him. He looked 
fearfully at me and my bleeding arm. Michael was still 
unconscious ; the peon was convinced that he had lost his 
senses at the sight of the Ammah and the Rakshah ; and he 
wasn’t far wrong. It was the gas-mask that did the trick. 
Gabriel bound up my arm as well as he could; and he sent 
Daood for the syces to bring an old palankeen that they 
have and occasionally use for the hareem ladies. Michael 
recovered his senses while Daood was away. He looked very 
foolish and scared to death.” 

“You did not let him into the secret of the apparition, 
did you ?”’ asked Dumbarton. 

‘Rather not! It was the sight of my arm that affected 
him most. I think he was terrified lest he should have to 
account for the injury to the British Government. When 
Gabriel suggested that it might be as well to pay a visit 
to his own little property, he jumped at it; and made 
preparations as soon as he reached the house for an immediate 
start. His wife and her suite followed. Gabriel says that 
he does not anticipate any more trouble. Jimmy! he is 
no end of a good fellow.” 

‘“Kiven when he wants to put half the hareem to the 
sword ? ” 

“Oh! well! you know you sympathized with him, and 
said yourself that you would have been inclined to do the 
same if you had been treated as he was. I wonder if Michael 
really meant to kill his brother.” 

‘““T have no doubt about it. Dead men tell no tales. 
If Gabriel bled to death with the claw marks on the throat 
the deed would have been put down to the tiger, real or 
supernatural.”’ 

She was silent again as she contemplated the facts, : 


DESIRE AND -DELIGHT 295 


“* What I can’t understand, remembering Michael’s great 
kindness and hospitality, is the wish on his part to murder 
his brother,’ she said. ° 

“It must have been the existence of the boy that led 
him on. He would have been quite content to have stayed 
- on with Gabriel and shared the house if it had not been for 
the future. Gabriel will have ason, probably two or three, 
and Michael’s son will lose all chance of inheriting the estate. 
He stooped to his treachery for the sake of his son.” 

Again she was silent. He did not speak, knowing that 
it was best for her to be as quiet as possible ; as long as she 
was not brooding over unpleasant subjects that would be 
best talked out. It was likely that the ride to Bangalore 
would be trying to her strength and perhaps put her back. 

*“ Jimmy, you were right!” she said presently. 

“Was I, dearest? In what way?” 

“You said that it wasn’t very safe for me to remain 
there with so much intrigue going on.’ 

“* Let me see; did we make a bet on it 2 

*“No, Dr. Dumbarton; we did not.” 

“ What an opportunity lost for backing my own opinion ! 
I was a fool! ”’ cried Jimmy, pulling out the note-book and 
searching back on the faint hope of finding something in 
the shape of a bet on the subject. He drew a blank and put 
the book back with a regretful sigh. 

When they were on the outskirts of Bangalore: Nurse Mary 
asked where he was taking her. 

** Back to the Hospital, of course. Where else should I 
take you?” 

** To the General Hospital where the civilians go.” 

** You are still on our staff and we don’t turn any of our 
workers away when they fall ill.” 

She did not reply. He knew the direction of her thoughts. 
She had her husband in her mind. 

“IT suppose I am still Nurse Mary to the staff.” 

‘* And to all of us, including the Commandant. You may 
as well remain so until you leave.” 

= which won’t be for a day or two.” 

‘* More likely two or three weeks,” rejoined Dumbarton. 
** You will not be allowed to go till all fear of inflammation 
is over and the skin joined. You will be my case. The 
Commandant will see you on his inspection rounds; that’s 
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all; unless you wish to make some other arrangement.”’ 

“Oh! no! I should prefer what you suggest. But, 
Jimmy - 

“Yes! what is it?” 

** T should like Nurse Ida to know my little secret. The 
other nurses need not be told just yet, although there is 
nothing I am ashamed of. They might perhaps wonder 
why——”’ 

‘““T am going to put you under Nurse Ida’s care. She is 
almost as good as you are at open wounds. She’s one of 
the best!” 

“Not the best, Jimmy ? ”’ 

““ Not—yet,”’ he replied with a laugh, as the car drew up 
under the portico of the Hospital. 

As soon as Nurse Mary had been confided to Ida’s care, 
Jimmy ran across to the Hotel. Breakfast was still in pro- 
gress. Edenhope was sitting at Mrs. Frome’s table. He 
was preoccupied and did not seem to have much appetite.. 
She had been watching him with curiosity, wondering how 
she could fathom his mood and find out what was the matter 
with him. She felt sure that he had had news of his wife ; 
and that the news was disturbing him. 

At..the sight of Dumbarton he sprang up and went to 
meet him. ; 

' “ Anything wrong ?”’ he asked quickly, his eyes searching 
Dumbarton’s face with keen inquiry. 

*“*T have brought her back. She is not very well. When 
you have finished your breakfast, come over to the Hospital 
and I will tell you everything.” 

** She is not ill? For Heaven’s sake, Dumbarton, don’t 
deceive me.” 

“It’s all right, sir; nothing to be anxious about 
a would have said more, but Mrs. Frome bore down upon 
them. 

** I came to ask if you had breakfasted, Dr. Dumbarton,”’ 
she said sweetly. 

“Not yet; it is waiting for me at the Hospital, I’ve 
been too busy? to sit down to a meal.” 

‘“ Come and‘have some with us; do now; and you can 
talk shop with’ Colonel Edenhope all the time if you like.” 

She took his"arm and led him to the table, ordering her 
own servant to bring a chair and wait on her guest. Eden- 
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hope seated himself again and finished his coffee. He in- 
wardly fumed against the restraint and was longing to get 
awa 

+ “What have you been so busy about this MLOFHING, Dr. 
Dumbarton?” asked Mrs. Frome. ~ 

‘“* As usual, seeing patients.” | | 

** Any interesting cases ? ”’ 

“Nothing out of the common; certainly nothing of 
interest except to the Surgeons and the Nurses in charge. 
* aa true that the Artillery Mess is thinking of giving a 

a 99 : 

“TI believe so. You know, Dr. Dumbarton, my niece will 
tell me nothing of what she is doing in the Hospital. She 
says just what you say—‘ There is nothing of interest.’ I 
am sure you are all interested. Colonel Edenhope when 
he caught sight of you looked more than interested. He 
was positively anxious, I am sure.’ 

‘“* Anxious we all are at times. Our patients are sent to 
us to cure and until they are discharged cured, we must be 
more or less anxious. When do you think the Artillery 
ball is coming off?” 

‘““Three weeks hence, I believe. Must you go?” she 
said to Edenhope, who had risen. ‘“‘ You have made a 
very poor breakfast.” 

Dumbarton followed his chief’s example; but Edenhope 
bade him sit down again. 

**T can get on without you for half an hour or so. You 
stay and finish your breakfast comfortably.” 

He strode off without waiting for a reply. Claudia looked 
after him. 

‘Colonel Edenhope is worried; I can see it with half 
an eye. Is there anything in the Hospital to cause him 


anxiety ? ” 
** Nothing whatever, ” fibbed Jimmy cheerfully, anathe- 
matizing the woman’s curiosity inwardly. ‘‘ I suppose they 


will throw out tents from the Mess bungalow to make more 
room. Pity it is so small.” 
‘°° Their ball is always successful. Does Colonel Eden- 
hope think of taking a few days’ leave soon ? ” 
Jimmy looked at her with an expression of simple surprise. 
““He has only just come back from leave. It is very 
unlikely that he will want to be off again yet. What | 
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admire so much about these Bangalore balls is the wonderful 
display of flowers. Last time the Artillery people raised a 
lot of pink lotus blossoms from somewhere which were 
arranged on a bank of moss. Yes,” to the servant, “ you — 
may bring me a boiled egg.” 

‘I thought perhaps the Commandant might have—er— 
old friends to see—possibly at Coonoor.”’ 

“Don’t think it’s likely. He may be thinking of an 
expedition to the Koondahs for all I know. I believe there 
are a few saddle-backs left. You have hunted at Ooty, of 
course. Fine ‘ going’ over the downs. You ought to go 
next month and take two or three good hunters with you. 
No thanks; nothing more. I must be off or I shall catch a 
wigging from Edenhope.”’ 

““ Stupid fellow!’’ thought Mrs. Frome; “as daft as 
they make ’em; and Ida is as bad. There’s something 
doing at the Hospital, and it is something that affects 
Maurice. I must find out what it is; ’’ with which resolve 
she went to her own room. 


CHAPTER XXXITII 


HIS is a piece of bad luck!” cried Nurse Mary, as 
the Doctor entered her room. 

Nurse Ida was in attendance. She rose from the chair 
by the bedside and offered it to the Commandant, retiring 
to the window. It was her duty to remain in the room during 
the Doctor’s visit in case he might have some directions to 
give or require questions answered. 

*“* What’s the matter ?’’ he asked quickly, his eye noting 
the want of colour and drawn appearance of the face. 

‘** My arm has been badly scored. Dr. Dumbarton knows 
all the circumstances. He will tell you how it occurred.” 

‘** Has the wound been dressed since you were brought 
in?” 

‘* Dr. Dumbarton attended to it before we started and 
Nurse Ida has done all that is necessary since I arrived.” 

He asked several professional questions, and Nurse Ida at 
a sign from the patient came forward to answer them. The 
questions were addressed to Nurse Mary, but in each case 
she turned her eyes to Ida in an appeal to answer them for 
her while she remained silent. 

“You are tired,” he said suddenly. 

** Very,”’ she admitted. “I had no sleep last night.” 

He looked at her as though he wanted to do something 
for her comfort, but it was not in his power. 

“And I am afraid you are in pain as well.” 

‘*T must expect that,’’ she remarked, as she closed her 
eyes. 

He sat gazing at her white face with a distress he could 
not hide. She was very different from the Nurse Mary of 
the Garden of Roses, where he had seen her last. Then she 
was full of vitality ; her eyes sparkled and her cheeks were 
aglow. Now there were bluish patches under her eyes and 
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lines of pain about her mouth. She looked up suddenly 
and caught his gaze. 

‘“* Please don’t be anxious about me,” she said patheti- 
cally. ‘“‘I hate giving all this trouble. Dr. Dumbarton 
thinks I shall be all right in a week or so. Then I shall be 
able to start on my holiday. I shall be very glad to get 
away.” ; 

The last sentence slipped out almost unconsciously, and 
there was a note of weariness in it. He rose at once. Her 
words hurt him; they intimated too plainly that she would 
be relieved to be rid of his proximity. 

‘* T will see Dr. Dumbarton and hear what he has to say.”’ 
— * Yes, do! I am afraid I have brought this upon myself 
by staying on with Captain Gabriel. Dr. Dumbarton told 
me plainly that I was making a mistake. I’m an obstinate 
subject when I am set upon anything, as I was in this case. 
I refused to listen to his good advice and have landed myself 
in a difficulty. However, I had my way and accomplished 
my end.” 

He stooped over her and felt her pulse. She glanced up 
at him with a quick frown and seemed about to put her hand 
out of his reach. His touch reassured her. It was strictly 
professional and he released her wrist at once. He turned 
to Nurse Ida. 

‘* Bring the thermometer and take Nurse Mary’s tempera- 
ture.” 

He did not attempt to manipulate the thermometer him- 
self. During the regulation time for the process he walked 
away to the window and stood looking out into the garden. 
Nurse Ida took the instrument to him. 

“““ Ah! [thought so; a little fever as well as a rapid pulse. 
I will see Dr. Dumbarton and he will prescribe.” 

He addressed Nurse Ida, but all the time his gaze was 
upon his wife. Nurse Mary had again closed her eyes and 
was silent. A minute passed; and without another word 
he turned away and left the room. | 

**'You don’t like the new Commandant,’’ remarked Ida 
_ presently. | 

“No! do you?” 

*“Immensely ; he is awfully kind and considerate, and 
ede escapes him, He could see that you did not like 
him,” — | . 
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‘*That’s a good thing; perhaps he won’t come again. 
I’m quite content with Dr. Dumbarton and don’t want any 
other Doctor fussing around. Oh! dear! how my arm 
aches! I feel as if I could cry!” and the tears promptly 
welled up in her eyes and fell down her cheeks. 

Two days passed and the patient was allowed to get up. 
The Commandant came regularly twice a day; but he left 
Dumbarton to prescribe and did not interfere in the treat- 
ment. 

On the day when Edenhope found her dressed, he smiled 
with satisfaction. The patient was looking happier and in 
better spirits about herself. 

‘““This is good, Nurse Mary,” he said. ‘“‘I am so glad 
you have made a step forward in the right direction. Now 
we shall soon have you well and able to begin your holiday.” 

She looked at him and the colour flew into her pale cheeks. 
It was not in her nature to be morose and gloomy ; and for 
the first time since she was brought back she smiled in 
response. . 

**T am really feeling better,’’ she admitted. 

“To-morrow I should think Dumbarton would let you 
goforadrive. There is the motor-car if you feel up to using 

it. 99 

“Tt would be rather nice,” she admitted. . 

‘** Do you want to go back to the Garden of Roses and see 
how that handsome young scamp Gabriel is getting on ? ”’ 

‘TI am sure he is happy enough and we need not trouble 
our heads about him again.” 

** By the way, I had a letter from him this morning asking 
for news of you. I am writing to say that you are getting 
on well.” 

‘Did he mention his wife ? ”’ 

‘““She sent you her salaams and Gabriel added: ‘ That 
means her love in which I join with my wife.’ They are a 
very devoted couple. I wish the girl had had an English 
education.’ | 

“I don’t think it matters a bit. You see, Gabriel is at 
heart a Muhammadan and he puts on European ways just 
as he puts on a coat. You should have seen him breaking 
open the hareem door!” She laughed at the memory. 
‘There was nothing European about that! It was a case 
of the oriental letting himself go and ‘ seeing red.’ ” 
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“© What did you do?” 

‘** Put on my uniform and scolded him well, professionally. 
But at the bottom of my heart I liked him all the better for 
‘seeing red,’ after the way in which he had been treated. 

Does he say anything more ? ”’ 

** He tells me that you have left a mighty reputation behind 
you as a White Ammah.” 

Again Nurse Mary laughed with some of the old merri- 
ment that was one of the charms of Rosemary. 

‘*“'You know, Maurice, I was very naughty. Nourma 
told me I was called the White Ammah and I traded on it. 
4 was such fun to be able to establish a funk in the hareem. 

I shall never have another chance of posing as a supernatural 
being.” 

‘You must remember that the Ammahs of India are 
devils,” he replied with a smile. 

*“ All of them ? ” | 

‘““ All! white, green, yellow, blue and black; and they 
have a bad reputation. It was because you showed your 
goodness that Nourma refused to believe that you were 
an Ammah.” 

Ida, feeling that her presence was no longer necessary 
during the Commandant’s visit, had left the room. She had 
by this time learned the relationship that existed between 
the two. 

Edenhope glanced round the room. 

‘“*I see you have no flowers,”’ he remarked. 

‘*Oh! yes! Ihave! Nurse Ida brought me these coreopsis 
and the pink antigone cereeper.”’ 

** You have no roses. I will send you some. And I have 
brought you a book ; one of the latest novels. I have read 
it; it is perfectly charming.” 

He laid a volume on her lap. 

“Thank you so much. It is good of you. I know I 
shall like it; we always agreed over books.” 

** And flowers,’”’ he added. 

‘** And riding. It was lovely country over there for long 
gallops. You would have enjoyed it. Captain Gabriel is a 
born lover of horses." 

**So are you,” he rejoined quickly. 

“Well, yes! I suppose I am,” she admitted. “I loved 
that little Arab mare he lent me. She was a darling. What 
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a pity it is that Nourma can’t ride her. She loses a lot of 
enjoyment by being shut up in the hareem.”’ : 

‘* Perhaps Gabriel will be glad to have the Arab for his 
own use.”’ 

** He is too heavy for her; and he has other horses that 
he likes better.”’ 

Edenhope rose saying that he must be going. 

** No fever, I hope,’ he added; and he laid his hand on 
hers with a firm, friendly grasp. ‘“‘ No! that’s all right! 
How is the arm?” 

“Mending fine! Do you want to see it?” she asked, 
preparing to slip her arm out of the sling. 

** Haven’t time now. To-morrow morning, if Dumbarton 
won’t think I am interfering with his case, perhaps I may be 
allowed to look at it. By the by, would you like him to 
take you for your first drive to-morrow. He’s very fond of 
playing chauffeur. Nurse Ida can go with you. I shall be 
here to look after things.”’ | 

** You are very good, Maurice,”’ was all she ventured to 
say, as she raised her eyes to his. 

He saw in them surprise as well as gratitude that he 
should be so kind and thoughtful for her; and it pained 
him. It showed all unconsciously that she had expected, 
something different, and that kindness and consideration 
were the last things she looked for. An intense longing 
seized him to take her in his arms and assure her again and | 
again of his love, pleading for her forgiveness; but he dared 
not. To do so now would be to frighten her. If he had 
been only her lover he might have ventured ; but with the 
tie between them it altered their positions and gave him 
rights which she resented. He would take nothing by 
authority. He would claim nothing. If she chose to give, 
freely and ungrudgingly and with the full pardon of an 
angelic nature, then—he thrust the hope aside; it was too 
dazzling for his peace of mind. 

Half an hour later a large basket of glorious yellow tea 
roses were brought into her room by Nurse Ida. 

‘* Colonel Edenhope left these himself. They are for you. 
He sent no message with them. You lucky girl! He must 
have gone to the florist’s and bought up the whole garden.” 

** Give them to me.” | 

She buried her face in the cool, sweet blossoms and laid 
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her cheek against the golden petals still moist with the 
morning dew. Ida hunted up a large basin and plunged 
them in just as they were. She brought a small bamboo 
table and placed the roses close to Nurse Mary’s chair. 

‘* No one sends me any roses. I shall be jealous and so 
will matron and the rest of the staff. He will be taking 
you for a drive himself soon,” said Nurse Ida, whose sym- 
pathies were on the man’s side. 

‘‘ He is very kind,” said Nurse Mary listlessly. 

‘You still hate him, then?” asked Ida. 

Nurse Mary glanced at her with a startled look. 

‘*Hate him! That’s rather strong, isn’t it? I don’t 
think I ever said that I hated him.” 

**'You’ve looked it sometimes. Perhaps I ought to have 
said dislike.” 

“I don’t dislike him even when he sends me roses.” 

** And lends you books.” 

After a short silence Nurse Mary asked how soon Ida 
thought she would be allowed to travel. 

‘*In another week or so, if the. wound is healed. You 
can’t possibly leave as long as it requires dressing. Don’t 
worry yourself, dear. We are delighted to have you here.”’ 

**1’m taking up your time-which ought to be given to 
the patients,’ said Nurse Mary. 

** Not all my time by a long way. We are not very busy 
just now. The work grows less every day. We haven’t 
had a convoy for ever so long. I wish you liked the Com- 
mandant better. Dr. Dumbarton says he’s a splendid man ; 
one of the very best.” 

“You don’t know everything,” was Nurse Mary’s re- 
joinder, to which Ida made no reply. 

It was true. No one knew what had passed between 
husband and wife except that Edenhope had admitted to 
Dumbarton that he was under a cloud of depression when he 
married, and that he had allowed it to cause an estrange- 
ment. Dumbarton, with few opportunities of private con- 
versation, had told Ida nothing but the simple fact that the 
two were husband and wife; and he had asked her not to 
mention it at present. It was natural that in the absence 
of reasons for her conduct Nurse Mary should seem hard 
and unyielding. Ida determined to have an explanation 
from Dumbarton as soon as she could find the chance. 
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It was arranged that the drive was to take place between 
half-past seven and nine o’clock. At the time appointed 
Nurse Mary was in the verandah, ready dressed for her 
drive, with Ida in attendance. The car was brought round 
by Dumbarton himself. He descended and came into the 
verandah. Colonel Edenhope appeared from the office. 

“You'll go carefully, Dumbarton. All Nurse Mary wants 
is a little fresh air and change of scene,” said Edenhope, as 
he accompanied his wife to the car and opened the door for 
her. He closed it after she had taken her seat. 

*Isn’t Nurse Ida coming?” she asked. 

ae | thought she might | like to go outside with Dumbarton. 
It will be nice for him,” he said, putting his arms on the 
ledge of the large open window of the car. 

‘“* I would rather go inside,’’ said Nurse Ida with a sudden 
fluttering of the heart which she could not account for. 
-**T must not be selfish and leave Nurse Mary alone.” 

‘*Come round this side, Nurse Ida,’’ said Dumbarton, 
who had no intention of letting such an opportunity go 
now that it had been offered. ‘‘ You must climb in and go 
past the driver’s seat and you will find a jolly snug little nest 
of cushions that will be more comfortable than inside the 
coupé, Come along! we’re wasting precious minutes. The 
Commandant has ordered it, so in you get!” 

Carried on the waves of so much authority Nurse Ida 
scrambled in without further protest. Edenhope, leaning in 
at the window while Dumbarton was settling himself and 
his companion, said with a smile: 

**'You don’t mind, do you? The matron never gives him 
a chance, poor chap! She knows her duty as a chaperone 
and no mistake ! ” 

‘Splendid! I thought the wind blew i in that direction, 
but was not sure if he meant anything.” 

** Auntie Frome doesn’t like it; but who cares a hang 
what scheming Auntie thinks!” he replied. 

‘** When we get out into the country I'll stop the car and 
ask them to take a stroll while I rest and enjoy the air.’ 

‘““Good sport! And if it comes off we—I mean I will 
send her a bunch of white roses and lilies with our—your— 
no, my salaams and best wishes. I shall be here when you 
get back.” 

Jimmy looked round at his chief. 
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‘“Now then, sir! if you’ve done prescribing for my 
patient . 

Edenhope fell back at once and the car slid forward. He 
stood for a few seconds gazing after it. “‘ Sweetest woman 
on earth!” he thought. ‘‘ Am I going to have any luck ? 
It won’t be a walk over. She said nothing about the roses. 
Perhaps she forgot them. I won’t stop at roses, anyway.’’ - 

The car ran smoothly along the cantonment roads. The 
joy-riders passed pleasant red-roofed bungalows standing 
secluded in their own grounds almost buried in shrubberies 
of brilliant variegated foliage. Troops were drilling on a 
large open space and officers on chargers dashed about 
shouting words of command. 

After they left the cantonment the roads were not so 
good. They were wide enough with margins of rough grass 
and scrub. No hedge nor ditch divided the road from field 
or wild. Now and then they passéd strings of bullock carts 
plodding towards the market carrying vegetables of all 
kinds, Indian corn, bananas, sugar-cane and sacks of beans 
and grain. 

Grass-cutters who had been out since daybreak gathering 
the creeping huriyali grass that takes the place of hay, were 
making their way homewards at a steady trot, their loads 
poised upon their heads. 

Nurse Mary glanced at Dumbarton and his companion 
now and then. They were both rather silent. Occasionally 
he addressed a remark to her and she answered ; but the 
driving of the car took up most of his attention. 

She looked out of the window. All sign of habitations 
had disappeared. A wide expanse of plateau spread before 
them, with a level horizon broken only by solitary hills, . 
that rose blue and solid like the droog of the Ammah. The 
road ran through a wood and beyond the wood it cut straight 
over a tract of level country that was treeless except for 
_ stunted palms, thorn bushes and cactus. 

Nurse Mary leaned forward and signalled to Jimmy. 

‘When you come to the edge of the wood, please stop,” 
she said. 

‘Why do you want to stop? ” asked Nurse Ida. 

“I don’t fancy going along that very straight, unin- 
teresting road beyond the wood. Let’s stay in the shade 
and enjoy the morning breeze.” 
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** All right ; it’s your show. You shall do as you like,” 
said Jimmy, as he brought the car up under a hoary old 
banyan tree. ‘ Will this do? ” | 

‘¢ Just the thing. Oh! Ida! look at the amaranthus 
growing wild ! Do you think you could gather me a bunch ? ”’ 

Jimmy helped Ida down and then opened the door of the 


car, 

** T’ll sit here, please; I don’t feel up to walking. How 
long will it take us to get back ? ”’ 

‘* Twenty minutes if I give her her head,” he replied. - 

“Then you’ve got a good quarter of an hour to pick the 
everlastings. Be off. I want a big bunch.” | 
_ They moved away skirting the wood and gathered a 

few blooms. Then they seemed to forget the object of their 
walk and drawing nearer together they entered the wood 
which was open to the road and the waste land. 

**I don’t quite understand why Nurse Mary is so stand- 
offish to Colonel Edenhope. You told me he was her hus- 
band,”’ said Ida. 

‘** Does she show it much?” asked Dumbarton. 

** Yesterday Colonel Edenhope sent her a basket of tea 
roses. She never wrote nor sent any message. This morning 
when they met she gave him no thanks. He brought her a 
book, too—one that I know she was anxious to read.” 

He received this information in silence. Ida continued : 

“Dr. Dumbarton ! ” she began, turning towards 


m. 

‘** Jimmy ’"—now matron is not here to crush out my 
heart.” 

‘*T thought your heart was dead,” she replied quickly, 
and with a raising of the eyebrows. 

““It died; but it is beginning to live again.” 

‘*IT am glad to hear such good news.” — 

‘*Haven’t you noticed a difference in me?” he asked. 

** No, I don’t think I have.”’ She looked him up.and down 
with a critical eye. ‘* Yes, now you mention it ; I do notice 
something. You are a little stouter than you were when 
you arrived.” - 

“Great Scott! Ida!’ he stopped and gazed at her in 
consternation. ‘‘ Putting on flesh is a sign of age. Oh! 
don’t tell me I am growing elderly !”’ 

“Perhaps it is coming on with the regrowth of that 
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battered old organ of yours, your heart; but, Jimmy! do 
be sensible a moment. What do you think of Nurse Mary 
and her odd behaviour ? ”’ 

‘*That she is in love with Edenhope and she doesn’t 
know it. Anger blinds her.”’ 

Jimmy dismissed Edenhope from his mind and made the 
most of a rare chance. He slipped an arm round Ida’s 
waist ; drew her to him; took off his sun-hat and kissed 
her.. 

“That? 's—just to begin with,” he explained. ‘* Tam coming 
to the point presently when we will have more to go on with. 
No matron to pounce upon us here and spoil sport.” 

** Dr. Dumbarton ! ”’ 

‘** Miss Frome—for the present. By and by to be Mrs. 
Dumbarton. Dearest, I have something to say before I 
get on to my own affairs. No, don’t draw away in a huff, 
angel of delight ! ” | 

Again Jimmy’s head went under the brim of Nurse’ Ida’s 
sun-hat. 

‘Well! what is it? Quick! because this behaviour of 
yours requires an explanation before I report it to matron.” 

They moved into the deeper shadow of the wood and 
Jimmy began. 

“IT came out to India with Nurse Mary ; ; and I lost. my 
heart to her all along the line. I arrived at Bombay a 
wreck, without a hope in life.” 

“Oh! go along, J immy | you don’t expect me to believe 
all that nonsense ! ” 

“It’s shady here, darling. You might take off that 
mushroom hat of yours and give a poor fellow a chance. 
eae s put the two hats side by side on the ground; they'll 
ove it.” 

He told her the story of Rosemary’s arrival, of her bitter 
disappointment and long waiting ; of Edenhope’ S return and 
matriage ; his strange conduct during the ceremony.” | 

“TI played the part of father at the wedding. I felt so 
sorry for her, poor dear! I could see there was trouble ahead 
when I looked at her gloomy husband.” 

**Do you know what happened ? ” 

‘She never told me; but I heard something from him 
after he came to Bangalore which enlightened me a little.” 
_ He repeated what Edenhope had related about himself 
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and how he was invalided to England on sick leave. 

‘He was off his balance; not out of his mind; but he 
was haunted with the idea that he was going out of his mind. 
His brain was as sound as yours or mine. It was not until 
he was sent home that he knew what was the matter with 
himself.”’ 

‘* And he is all right now? ”’ ~ 

“Yes; but Nurse Mary isn’t convinced. She was most 
frightfully hurt. I don’t know what passed but I gather 
that he treated her very badly.” 

‘* And she won’t forgive him.” 

‘Or trust him, which is worse. I am afraid she has 
hardened from living alone. And now we will talk about 
our own affairs,’’ said Jimmy complacently. . ‘“‘ Let me 
see; where were we? Irather fancy that we began at the 
wrong end.” 

‘* First of all I want to know——”’ began Ida. 
if I love you? Oh! darling!” 

When the interlude was ended and Ida could speak she 
continued : 

‘* Was Nurse Mary really the person over whom you broke 
your silly old heart ? ”’ 

She was, dearest ; but of course I knew she could never 
be mine. Now about our own affairs as I said ; we really 
must get them straightened out, and begin at the right end. 
I have got a little mixed. You have been kissing me before 
I have had time to——”’ 

*“How dare you! It’s you who began ! i 

““I mean,” he hastily amended, “ I’ve begun kissing 
you before you have asked me to marry you.’ 

*‘ Jimmy ! I shall go back to Nurse Mary at once ! ”’ 

‘Forgive me, angel of delight! I’m so sorry. Now 
let’s go perfectly straight. I have two months’ privilege 
leave due. What day shall it be?” 

“It? what?” 

“Why, our wedding day.” 

As soon as she could detach herself from her persistent 
eobeny she walked off in the direction of the edge of the — 
woo 

‘Darling! don’t run away. We’ve only been here five 
minutes and Nurse Mary gave us fifteen. We haven’t 
finished our business. If you won’t fix the day,”’ he said 
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as he caught her up and held her fast, “if you won’t fix 
the day, will you—oh! will you fix the time ? ” 

‘*Tdiot !”’ but she laughed all the same. ‘‘ Hadn’t you 
better first find out if I will have such a lunatic for a hus. 
band ? ” 

He offered her the mushroom hat. 

‘** Your hat, dearest; but before you put it on—I shan’t 
have another chance till goodness knows when! ”’ 

After another interval Ida with great firmness put on her 
hat. ‘ 
‘** I’m off!” she cried. 

‘* Darling ! won’t you tell me whether you love me before 
you run back to Nurse Mary ; who, I am sure, doesn’t want 

ou.” 

‘** What ! Love a man who has broken his heart over a 
married woman ? never!” 

‘* Then, dearest, sweetest and best of women! let us say 
good-bye here. Let me think ! Thursday, the twenty- 
fourth of next month will be best.” 

‘** Best for what ? ” 

‘*To begin the honeymoon.” 

“With whom ? ” 

‘With you, oh! loveliest and best!” 

‘* But you haven’t asked me yet if I will marry you? ” 

‘* Will you marry me, darling ? ” 

‘Yes! you silly goat! Now run; for we are late.” 

Nurse Mary looked pensively at the couple, flushed with 
the unwonted exercise of running—and other episodes. 

‘I gave you fifteen minutes to gather me a big bunch of 
everlastings. You have been exactly forty-five minutes 
and have gathered none. Get in; and'get on as fast as you 
can, Ji immy, if you don’t want to have a row with the 
Colonel,’’ said Nurse Mary severely. 


CHAPTER XXXIV 


N URSE MARY was mending fast and talking of her 

departure. She had decided to go to the hills. 
Her tenants had written about the necessity of certain 
repairs. They had offered to let her have the use of their 
plate and linen and would be grateful to her for occupying 
the house till their return. They assured her that the garden 
was looking lovely. ‘‘ The house still retains its name,” 
they wrote. ‘° And we think that you will agree that it is 
a veritable bungalow of Desire and Delight.” 

At first she was inclined to refuse their offer. She felt 
that she could not face the crowd of memories it would 
recall. Then she remembered that if associations proved 
too much for her, she could easily move on to one of the 
hotels either in Coonoor or in Ootacamund. 

She fixed on a day for leaving, and neither Dumbarton 
nor Edenhope made any objection. Her arm was examined 
_ by both and they agreed that with care it would do. 

“I don’t like the thought of your travelling by yourself,” 
said Dumbarton. 

*“*T shall have Cassim with me and my new ayah, who 
seems a useful old body,”’ she replied. i 

Edenhope made no remark. She looked at him as though 
prepared to hear what he had to suggest. In answer he 
smiled and said: 

‘** It’ must be exactly as you wish, Nurse Mary.” 

She turned from him with an impatient movement of 
the head. He always called her Nurse Mary, which was a 
necessary precaution as long as her true position was unan- 
nounced. Jimmy and Ida had kept their counsel. They 
had been far too deeply absorbed in their own affairs to 
trouble about those of other people. Ida had not only 
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consented to the Thursday named by her impetuous lover, 
but she had allowed him to fix the hour, and the train by 
which they would depart as well as the place where they 
would spend the honeymoon. Jimmy had recorded a bet 
with James that she would be late for the wedding and that 
they would miss their train. 

The name “Nurse Mary ” from Edenhope’s lips jarred on 
his wife’s ears. She missed the softer and far prettier one 
of Rosemary which he never used. 

‘‘ Shall we find you at Coonoor when we come ?”’ asked 
Dumbarton. 

‘*T don’t know; I can’t say. I am only taking the house 
for a month until the tenants come back.” 

‘*And then?” asked Dumbarton, without thinking of 
his words. 

‘““T really haven’t thought,” she replied unwillingly and 
rather miserably. 

She knew Edenhope’s eyes were upon her; but she dared 
not look at him. Of late she had avoided his gaze. There 
was something in those eyes that touched the very depths 
of her heart. 

‘* No need to think,” he said. ‘ Wait till the time comes. 
Perhaps your tenants will want to stay away longer.” - 

His words contained no comfort. They were painfully 
kind and considerate. She almost wished that the bearded 
old bear would return, and by his morose gloomy attitude 
give her a chance of railing at him. The Edenhope she was 
now in contact with was too good to her; too full of wonder- 
ful forethought for her comfort. He had driven her out 
and she had sat by his side. They had not talked much ; 
his conduct was the same as before their engagement. Every 
day came flowers and fruit of the best. As soon as she had 
finished a book or magazine, another was provided. A cool 
retired corner of the verandah was furnished with comfortable 
lounges and little tables ; fresh blinds were hung to screen 
off the wind and the sun, and the spot was intended for her 
special use. 

It was unobtrusively done and he never looked for thanks. 
Sometimes he came to sit. with her for a short time, saying © 
little if she was disinclined for conversation; chatting of 
trifles, past and present, when the mood was on her to talk. 
One thing she notiecd. He never alluded to her first arrival 
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in India nor to their marriage and honeymoon. It was as 
if he had forgotten it. 

To his time in Palestine he made no reference. Some- 
times she wished he would give an account of his experiences 
there, She was entirely ignorant of the circumstances 
attending his journey home and knew nothing of his ill- 
ness. 

As for Edenhope, he did not dare trust himself to speak 
of either without her permission. He was afraid that it 
might lead to a wider separation still, and a rupture of their 
present relations, poor as they were. The tragedy would 
enter if she refused to forgive. 

‘‘ Jimmy !”’ said Nurse Ida suddenly on the afternoon of 
the day before Nurse Mary was to leave. ‘“ You are losing 
a golden opportunity.” 

“Am JI, darling? I thought I had made use of every 
one you have given me.” They were in the central hall 
where they had chanced to meet; a public thoroughfare of 
no use to lovers. ‘“‘ Here, of course, matron might drift 
through at any moment rs 

-** Village idiot!’ she exclaimed, laughing. ‘“ What I 
mean is that something must be done about those two old 
dears; and it must be done before Nurse Mary is let loose 
from here. I can’t bear to see them both so miserable. | 
My heart aches for them.” 

‘What do you think should be done ? ” he asked. 

‘“They have arrived at a deadlock. He won’t speak 
because he’s afraid of her anger; and she won’t say a word 
because she doesn’t know all the facts of the case. If they 
part like this they will grow apart and the breach can never 
be healed. She must be told about his illness and cure. 
I can see she is always haunted by a dread of the return of 
his gloom and depression.”’ 

‘* It will never come back ; never!” he said emphatically. 

‘* She must be assured that it is so; and it must be well 
rubbed in, so that the fear is seotched and killed.”’ 

‘Do you think you could explain matters? ’’ he asked. 

‘““Of course I could; but you know her so much better 
than I do, and it would come easier from you,” she said. 

‘**Do you think so?” 

‘**'Yes ; how would you set about it ? ” 

““T should go very gently to work, and say what a wonder 
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ful recovery Edenhope has made; and how glad I am that 
he is quite well again.” 

‘ ** Does she know that he was ever ill?” asked Nurse 
da. 

** No; she would find that out as I went on.” 

‘** You would begin at the wrong end as you did when you 
tried to ask me to marry you, you silly goat!” 

‘“* It came out all right,’’ remarked Jimmy complacently. 
‘**T should go on to say that his illness was not in the least 
likely to occur again. Perhaps she would ask about it. 
Then I should describe the poor fellow alone on the Scotch 
hills trying to get well for her sake and I should rouse her 
pity. She would begin to cry and I should put my arm 
round her and——’”’ 

** No, you wouldn’t !”’ said Nurse Idasharply. ‘* There’s 
only one waist for your arm now.” 

“If you wouldn’t like it, darling, of course I would try 
not to put my arm round her; but if she cried what could 
I do then? There’s only one way of stopping a woman’s 
tears if she is young and prett es 

** And that’s a pocket-handkerchief,”’ interrupted Ida with 
a, glance that made him want to kiss her on the spot. 

** Perhaps on the whole it will be better if you tell her. 
Don’t forget, darling, that it was she who scrapped my 
original heart.” 

** A very rubbishy heart it must have been to have frac- 
tured itself so easily on a married woman like Nurse Mary. 
You understand, Jimmy,’ concluded Ida _ decisively. 
**'You’re not to attempt it. It is far too difficult a job for 

ou.” 

*‘ And if she cries, poor dear!” 

““T'll have a clean hankie ready. I shall begin at the 
beginning. Let mesee. You said that after his wedding he 
returned to Palestine; and it was from there he was sent 
home by that Doctor who spotted him as being in rather a 
bad way. I'll go at once and she will have time to think it 
over. I mean to rub it in.”’ 

' Ida was as good as her word. She made no bones about 
it and fairly ‘‘ rubbed it in ’ as she said. There was need for 
the handkerchief, although Ida was not under the necessity 
of providing one. 

' “da! why didn’t you explain all this before ? ’’ Nurse 
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Mary demanded when the story was finished and she had 
dried her eyes. | 

‘* J haven’t known it for long, and it has only just dawned 
on me that you weren’t aware of it. Colonel Edenhope 
worships you. He has done so all along.” 

‘*Then why, oh! why hasn’t he spoken ? ”’ 

‘* Have you given him an opening ? Have you encouraged 
him to speak ? You know you haven’t. He hangs on by 
a thread, scared to death lest that thread should break and 
you should cut yourself adrift from him altogether. Now 
if it were Jimmy, I should call him a silly old goat, and tell 
him to buck up and give me a kiss. The kiss would do the 
trick ; it paves the way for a lot, and saves miles and miles 
of explanations. Afterwards, I should do the talking, 
and he would do the kissing, and there would be no more 
bother. My dear, let me warn you although I am not 
yet a married woman, Have as much comedy as you like 
in your married life but bar tragedy. I’ve no use for 
tragedy, except when I go to the play; then I like it hot 
and strong with the very best players to do it.” 

Colonel Edenhope sat at the dinner table with Mrs. Frome. 
Her husband had departed to the Nilgiris with a couple of 
hunters vowing that Bangalore was too dull for words with 
no sport of any kind in reach. His wife was to follow a few 
days later. | 

** Maurice, I want you to promise me something,”’ said 
Claudia towards the end of dinner. | 

‘*What is it? Anything that I can do I shall be glad 
to fall in with.” 

‘This is easy. Get a month’s privilege leave and come 
to Ooty.  We’ll have some hunting together on the downs.”’ 

‘* Sorry, it can’t be done,”’ he replied at once. 

‘““Qh! nonsense! you can get leave all right.” 

** It isn’t that. If I go to the hills at all it will only be 
for a few days; and then I shall go to Coonoor.”’ 

_. She glanced at him with a puzzled expression. It was 
on the tip of her tongue to ask what was the attraction to 

Coonoor. In her opinion that little Paradise of beauty 

was a deadly backwater of small pleasures with no excite- 

ments ; but she knew him well enough not to attempt to 

get information out of him by catechising. If she waited 
her opportunity she would find out. 
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“You will come to Ooty for Ida’s wedding.” 

“* Can’t possibly do that. I must be here while Dumbarton 
is on leave.”’ 

He was quite safe in refusing her invitation. He knew 
more about Jimmy’s wedding than she did. Ida intended 
to be married in Bangalore. She was independent of her 
uncle and had an income of her own, Or she would not have 
been where she was. The marriage was to take place at 
St. Mark’s, and Colonel Edenhope was giving the breakfast 
at the Hospital. He had also been told that he was to give 
away the bride, a task he was quite ready to perform. 

He was not at all averse to a littke plotting against Claudia. 
He was beginning to discover that the old friends of bachelors 
are rather like the old servants; not prepared to give the 
same allegiance when the bachelor estate is exchanged for 
that of the married man. 

The few words Mrs. Frome had dropped on the subject 
of his wife rankled in his mind. The suggestion that she 
had learned to do without him was a cruel and unfriendly 
stab, that hurt more. than he had thought possible at the 
time. Then came the other, a touch on the raw, in the 
question she had asked. The question somehow conveyed 
its answer in itself. Did he want his wife? Behind it he 
read that in her opinion he did not want his wife. 

She was wrong; she was quite out in her reckoning. 
She judged him by her own narrow temperament. One day 
he would let her know the truth; he would tell her straight 
out that she was mistaken. 

He was in no hurry to leave the table this evening appar- _ 
ently. Claudia looked at him, trying in vain to fathom the 
man’s reserve. Was he still attracted to his wife? Where 
was she? Would she return to him whether he desired her 
presence or not ? 

** By the by, I have never told you how pleased I should 
be if I could be of any use,” she said. 

‘** In what respect ? ”’ he asked, coming out of his abstrac- 
tion and concentrating his gaze upon her as if he were 
puzzled. 

** Is there any way in which I can be of use to your wife ? "2 

** None, thanks,”’ he ouner immediately. 

“If I can help her, I shall be delighted.” 

“Very good of you, I am sure; but Mrs, Edenhope ”— 
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he lingered over the name and repeated it—‘‘ Mrs. Edenhope 
has made her plans.”’ 

**In conjunction with you? ” 

‘“* Certainly ; although there was no necessity to consult 
me. I think a wife should have a free hand in all things 
that concern her; such as you claim for yourself, Claudia. 
Probably we shall be just such a couple as you and Colonel 
Frome make, a common type in India where work and climate 
play a large part in influencing domestic arrangements.” 

He enunciated his platitudes on Anglo-Indian life with a 
deliberate calmness that exasperated her. She knew as well 
as he did that he would not make a husband after Colonel 
Frome’s type. Maurice would demand much and give 
much. Colonel Frome gave the least possible and demanded 
nothing more in return. 

Cassim approached with a note on a tray. He handed 
it to his master, salaamed and took his departure. 

‘Ts that your servant ? What a find old man! I haven’t 
seen him before that I remember.” 

‘Yes; an old sepoy. He is my wife’s bearer. Will you 
excuse me? ”’ he said as he opened the note. 

The sight of the handwriting had sent the blood suddenly 
coursing through his veins. It was Rosemary’s. He had 
. not seen it since his marriage. The words danced before his 
eyes; he could not believe what he read: | 


‘** Dearest Maurice, I want to see you. Your loving wife, 
Rosemary.” 


Slowly he folded the note and placed it in the breast pocket 
of his coat. Then he poured out some water and drank. ~ 

‘**'Won’t you have a glass of claret, Maurice ? ” she asked, 
watching him with increasing curiosity. 

“No thanks. I never touch wine or spirits now. The 
sun in Palestine made alcohol a danger. I got out of the 
way of drinking it, and now I have an actual distaste for it.” 

** Will you smoke ? ” 

‘**Not now. I must go back to the Hospital.” 

‘‘ A special case, I suppose; but surely Dr. Dumbarton 
is able to deal with special cases at this time of day. From 
Ida’s accounts there never was such a clever man. I wish for 
her sake that his means equalled his cleverness.”’ 
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““ He has a good salary and they will have free quarters 
in the Hospital. The medical service is one of the best and 
you need have no fear for their future.’”’ He rose from his 
seat. ‘* You will excuse me, Claudia.”’ 

“If you must go; but I was looking forward to a chat 
this evening. It is my last. Can you come back ? ” 

** Not for a couple of hours or so.”’ 

“Too late for me; then I will say good-night.”’ 

She held out a long white hand. « He grasped it and would 
have let it drop, but she retained his and with a little sympa- 
thetic squeeze, she said: 

** You are sure that I can’t be of any use? By the by, you 
have never told me where your wife is.”’ 

*“Haven’t I? She is at the Hospital.” 

Mrs. Frome dropped his hand as if it had suddenly burned 
her. 

“* At the Hospital here ? ”’ 

** Yes !’ he replied with a new expression in his eyes that 
somehow made her angry. 

** What on earth is she doing there ? ” 

**She is a V.A.D. nurse.” 

** You told me that she was a nurse in charge of a private 
patient.”’ 

** That was true. We sent her away for a few days with 
a case that was going on leave and needed the services of a 
nurse.’ 

The information had taken Mrs. Frome’s breath away. 

** Do they know at the Hospital that she is your wife ? ”’ 

** Perhaps they do; but we have said nothing about it 
because she was so anxious to continue her work for a time 
and I had no objection. She is to start to-morrow on a 
month’s leave. She has had an accident and hurt her arm. 
It is mending and the month’s rest will set her up.” 

*“ Does Ida know ? ” 

‘* Dumbarton has told her, I believe; but we all call her 
Nurse Mary still; and Ida herself advised Nurse Mary to 
keep her little secret, if secret it was, till—er—till I could 
find a house, of course. Houses are difficult to get-—I mean 
such a house as I should like to take my wife to.”’ 

Slowly Claudia was arriving at the knowledge that her 
dear friend Maurice had actually confided to her niece some- 
thing that he had not cared to communicate to herself. A 
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flush mounted to her brow, driven there by a wave of anger 
mingled with vexation, as she realized that for once in her 
life she had made a mistake; that she had said the wrong 
thing; and that Maurice had not forgiven her disloyalty to. 
one whom he evidently held dearer than all others in the 
world. 

“* Good-night, Claudia; I must be off,’”’ he said turning 
swiftly away. He intended giving her no chance of offending 
again. , 

She stood looking after him in one of her worst moods. 
Bad as it was, it would have been worse still could she have 
seen the smile on his face and the light in his eyes, or could 
she have heard the low murmured words that were on 
his lips. : 

Edenhope sprang up the steps of the Hospital verandah 
like a school-boy. Jimmy was there smoking a cigarette. 

** Hallo! sir! you are earlier than usual. I didn’t expect 
you for another quarter of an hour.”’ 

He rose, thinking Edenhope was ready to go his rounds of 
the wards. 

** Sit down, old man; I’m not ready just yet.’ Then as 
; immy glanced at him in inquiry he added: “ My wife sent . 

or me.” | | 

“Oh! ah! yes!’? murmured Jimmy comprehendingly. 

‘* Have you said anything to her about me ? ”’ 

‘““No, sir; but I think Ida has explained a few things. 
Hope you won’t look upon it as interference. I offered to 
tell Nurse Mary a few facts about your illness that we dis- 
covered she didn’t know; but Ida was afraid she would cry ; 
and then I should have kissed her, poor dear! to comfort 
her.”’ ; 

‘* The deuce you would ! confound you ! ” cried Edenhope, 
laughing. 

** That was exactly Ida’s attitude, though she didn’t say 
so in those words,”’ replied Jimmy with his usual complacence. 
He had no idea till he experienced it what a delightful sensa- 
tion ‘it was to make people jealous of himself. ‘“‘So she 
undertook to tell Nurse Mary of your illness and all about 
Scotland and your cure. I say! why didn’t you explain to 
her how you were situated long ago. You could have 
written at any time.’ : 

** [know I could, but—I was an ass. Where is my wife ?”’ 
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‘*“In her room. She has her arm out of the sling to-day 
and she’s quite fit for her journey to-morrow.”’ 

Edenhope did not stay to listen. He strode off in the 
direction of Nurse Mary’s room and knocked at the door. 
Without waiting for permission he pushed it open and closed 
it behind him. 

She came towards him with both arms outstretched. She 
threw them round his neck and joined her hands in a close 
clasp. No words were spoken. They looked into each 
other’s eyes. He read love and forgiveness in hers and was 
satisfied. 

** Rosemary ! beloved wife of my heart! ”’ 

She thrilled at the sound of her name on his lips once more. 
It was so long since she had heard it. 

“Maurice! husband! Kiss me! again! again! I am 
starving for want of your love! ” 

“You forgive me ? ”’ 

“You poorboy! IfonlyI had known! Again!” 


CHAPTER XXXV 


OSEMARY, in'sun-hat and white umbrella up, waited for 

the incoming train at Coonoor. It came panting up 

the ghat where in former years the bullocks and tonga ponies 
laboured painfully at the yoke. 

Edenhope in khaki stepped out on to the platform. He 
glanced up and down and left the station, his servant bringing 
the luggage that his master required for his short visit. 

Rosemary ran forward and joined him outside,;the station. 
She was feeling just a little shy and she wanted him all to 
herself. She was not to escape altogether, however. As 
they climbed the hill towards the bungalow, Edenhope took 
the umbrella from her and held it over her head. She slipped 
her hand in his arm and he could not resist covering it with 
his own. They left the market with its chattering coolies 
and servants behind. | | 

‘* Here comes some one I know,” said Rosemary, attempt- 
ing to release her hand from his grip. He refused to let it 
go. The new-comer greeted them warmly. 

** Welcome, Colonel Edenhope, to our delightful little 
station. Have you ever been here before ? ” 

He caught his wife’s eye as he replied : 

“I don’t think I have; or if I came, I’ve forgotten all 
about it.” oz 

** Impossible! No one who has ever seen Coonoor can for- 
get it!” 

‘“Then I feel sure I haven’t seen it with appreciative 
eyes,” 

** 'You’re mixing it up with some other hill station. You 
have one of the prettiest bungalows in the place, with a most 
appropriate name. The garden is the envy of us all and a 
delight to your tenants. How long leave have you taken ? ”’ 
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** Ten days and I had to stick ‘ urgent private affairs ’ on 
to that to get it.” 

** You'll have a perfectly lovely time, I’m sure,”’ she said 
as she nodded good-bye and went on her way to do her 
marketing. 

** She’s right, that friend of yours ! ’’ he said as they strolled 
on. ‘“ Arm all right, beloved ? ” 

** Quite; but I shall always bear the marks of the Mah- 
ratta claws. I’m ever so much better for the fortnight’s 
change. It has seemed like two months instead of two 
weeks.” ° 

‘“Was I so long in coming, dear wife? Why! what is 
this? This is not the bungalow I brought you to in the 
dark ages long ago! ”’ he cried as they stopped before a gar- 
den gate. 

Cassim watching from the verandah, ran down the steps, 
opened the gate and salaamed low to his master. The grin 
on his old white-bearded face expressed his pleasure in seeing 
him there. 

** What have you done to the place, Rosemary ? ” 

** Blotted out all ugly memories and built you a house more 
worthy of its absurd name.” 

** I don’t see anything absurd in its name! ”’ 

** Nor I—now you have come. Look how I have altered 
it |’? she cried as she led him out of the large rose-embowered 
verandah into the central room where a round table was set 
for breakfast. It was covered with roses and their scent 
filled the clean cool air. 

She opened a door. It led into the room where he had 
slept.- It was double its former size and had a dressing-room 
ee thrown out towards the wooded slope at the 

ac 

Then she took him across to the other side of the house, 
where again enlargements had been made. A corner of the 
_ verandah had been glazed and boarded in asa little smoking- 
room. It opened into a big bedroom. Over.a chair hung a 
warm. coat belonging to Rosemary. 

At this moment Cassim appeared carrying Edenhope’s 
suit case. He glanced at his mistress for instructions. 

** Put the luggage into the dressing-room belonging to the 
spare-room where master’s boy will be able to see after it.” 
She turned to Edenhope with a smile and a warm light in 
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hereyes. ‘* Come and look at the garden from this window.”’ 

She took him by the arm and led him to a window. It 
opened into the narrow verandah which was a part of the old 
bungalow. The verandah had been left unaltered because the 
ground fell away in a steep slope and would not allow of 
any alteration. The garden was a blaze of colour. 

Cassim had disappeared on his errand. Edenhope and his 
wife were alone. His arm was round her, and her head leaned 
on his shoulder. 

** You like it, don’t you, Maurice, darling ? ? ’? she wiispered: 

** Beloved ! it is worthy of its name.’ 

“It is all yours.’ 

‘* Yes, all mine—at last!’ he replied; but his eyes and 
his thoughts were on the woman at his side and not upon the 
house and garden. 

Later the breakfast bell rang and they took their seats at 
the table. A sudden rush of memories passed like telepathy 
between them. Then Rosemary laughed. 

** What are you laughing at?’ he asked contentedly. 

‘“* At my recollections of a bearded old bear who once sat 
with me at breakfast and wouldn’t even say thank you when 
I handed him his coffee. You were quite right when you 
told Mrs. Alandale that you were never here. It must have 
been someone else.”’ 

** Qld curmudgeon! I wonder you didn’t give him a dose 
in his coffee that would have laid him out and cooked his 
goose for him.” 

‘* Oh ! poor fellow ! he was ill, you know.” 

“* The silly ass! Look here, Rosemary, you're cutting my 
sugar! Another spoonful, please. r m always cross if I 
don’t get my full allowance of sugar.”’ . 

** You shall have it; as much as you please, dearest and 
best ! ” 

Her eyes fell before his and she took up the letters she had 
just received by post. 

‘*T’ve had aletter from our tenants this morning. They 
want to be away another two months as they are thinking 
of paying a visit to Ceylon.” 

** You’re not going to stop and be caretaker for them ! ”’ 
he said, looking at her in sudden dismay. 

**Am I not?” she asked. 

** No, you’re coming back with me to Bangalore ? ”’ 
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“As V.A.D.?” 

“Yes; my V.A.D., my very adorable darling, as the boys 
call you all; impudent young cubs ! 

. And what about the house? It mustn’t be left without 
a tenant.” 

“I know! happy thought !’’ he answered as he pushed 
back his chair and pulled out his cigarette case. ‘ We'll 
lend it to Dumbarton for his honeymoon and leave Cassim 
in charge till they arrive. It’s just the place for them. 
They'll do justice to it and live up to its silly name.” 

** Which we shall not, you think.” 

He looked up at her with eyes that said more than words. 

We! oh! we’re an old married couple! ”’ 

‘* With no more desire and delight left in us ? Where, oh ! 
where do you expect to go to, Maurice?” 

** Just now into that delightful little smoking den you’ve 
built off our room. My one desire at this moment is to have 
a smoke and perhaps forty winks after my night in the train. 
Cassim ! bring me a match; and the morning paper! ”’ 

She followed and sat down to read a second letter, It was 
from Captain Gabriel. He still addressed her as Nurse Mary. 
After giving her news of himself and his wife he continued : 

** We have found a secret way to the temple on the droog, 
a passage from the rock where you saw the tiger to the closed 
room. It must have been the tiger who seized your stick 
when you put it through the hole in the door. It was there 
that the coat was kept. I am having the stone removed 
so that the villagers}can enter the temple. They are de- 
lighted and say that it is all your doing. Among other things 
we found your missing letters there. I have sent them to 
Dr. Dumbarton, to whom they were addressed. Please tell 
Colonel Edenhope I shall be delighted to let him have the 
horse you rode at the price he names. He saysit is for your 
use.’ 

*“Oh! Maurice! ”’ cried Rosemary. “Read that! You 
know, you really are rather an old darling! ”’ 

‘* Hope I shall remain so!” he replied contenfedly as he 
held out a hand for the letter. 
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Artists, trom the Time ot the Van 
Eycks to the End «of the Seventeenth 
Century, drawn from Contemporary 
Records, Collected and arranged by 
VICTOR Rt YNOLDS, 


Stories of the English Artists, 
fi wi Van Dyck to Turner (16c0-1881), 
Collected and arranged by RANDALL 
DAVIES and CECIL Hunt, 


Stories of the French Artists, 
from Clouet ts Delacroix, Coliected and 
arranged by P, M. TURNER and C. H. 
COLLINS BAKER. 


Stories of the Spanish Artists 
unl GOyA, By S.r WILLIAM ST. RLING- 
MAXWELL “elected and arranged by 
Luis CARRENO, With Introduction by 
EDWARD HUTTON. 


Stories of the German Artiste. 
By Frof. Ur, HANS W, SINGER, 


The Little Flowers of &.Franoisef 
Assisi. Vraisisted by Pror, T. W. 
ARNOLD, W.th 8 Illustratiensin Colour 
and 24 in Hali-tone, - 
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ART & LETTERS LIBRARY—conid. 
Of the Imitation of Christ. By 
THOMAS A KEMPIS. 
RICHARD WHYTFORD. 
Introduction by 


AUZIAS - TURENNE 


(RAY - 
of the Mam- 


MOND).—The Last 
Cr, 8vo, ot., 3s. Gd. 


moths: A Romance. 
net, 


WILFRID RAYNAL,|—. 


anne 
O.S.B., and 8 Reproductions in Colour AYSCOUGH ( JOHN), Novels by. 


and other decorations by W. RUSSELL 
FLINT, 

The Confessions of Saint Augus- 
tine. Translated by Dr. E. B, PUSEY. 
Edited by T#MPLE SCOTT. 
troduction by Mrs. MEYNELL, « 
Plates inColour by MAXWELL ARMFIELD. 

The Master of Game: The Oldest 
English Book on Hunting. By EDWARD, 
Second Duke of York, Edited by W. A. 
and F, BAILLI5B-GROHMAN. Introduction 
by THEODOREROOSEVELT, Photogravure 
Frontispiece and23 full-pagelllustrations. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 
parchment, Ios. 6d. net. 


Ee 

ARTEMUS WARD'S Works. 
po 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, 3s. 62. 
net. 


a 
ARTIST (The Mind of the). 
Edited by Mrs. LAURENCE BINYON, Witb 
8 Plates. Smail cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. net. 


atch ae 

ASHTON (JOHN).—Social Life 
in the Reign of Queen Anne. With 
85 Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


ATKINS (J. B.) 
IONIDES.—A Floating Home. 
Log of a Thames Sailing Barge. 
8 Coloured Iliustrations by Arnold 
Bennett. Fcap. 4to, cloth, 12s. 6d. net. 

nnn 


AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of, 
in Ten Volumes, each containing Ten 
[llustrations in Colour by A. WALLIS 
MILLS. With Notes by R. BRIMLEY 
JOHNSON. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net per 
vol, The Novels are as follows: I. and 
IIL, PRIDE AND Be te II, 
and IV., SENSE AND S 
V., NORTHANGER ABBEY ; VI., PER. 
SUASION; VII. and VIII. EMMA, 
IX. and X., MANSFIELD PARK, 


een a ECA CL IOI 
AUTHORS for the POCKET. 
Choice Passages, mostly selected by 
A. ‘H. Hyatt. s6mo, cloth, 3s. net 
each; leather, 4s. 6d. net each 
The Pooket R. U. SB. 


The Pocket George Borrow. 
The Pocket Thackersy- 


EL Pocket Gharies Kingsley. 
e Pocket Lord nasoenere d. 


BARDSLEY 


BARR (ROBERT), 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. each, 


Jacqueline. 
Hurdcott. 
Faustula2. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. net each, 


Prodigals and Sons. 
Outsiders—and In. 
Meszzogiorno. 
Monksbridge. 
Marotz. 


eT on te ee ee 
éd. net:|BAETLDON (H. B,).— Robert 


Louis Stevenson: A Study. With 2 
Portraits. Crown $vo, buckram, 5s. net. 


=. Portraits. Crown tro, bucksam: st Pe 
BALLADS and LYRICS of LOVE, . 


selected from PERCY’S ‘Reliques.’ Edited 
with an Introduction by ¥, SIDGWICK. 
With 10 Plates in Colour after BYAM 
SHAW, R.I. Large fcap. gto, cloth, 6s, net. 

endary Ballads, selected from 
PERCY’S ‘Reliques.. Edited with an 
Introduction by F. SipGwick, With io 
Plates in Colour after Byam SHAW, RI. 
Large feap. qto, cloth, 6s, net. 


@,* The above 2 volumes may also be had in 


and CYRILi|the St. MARTIN’s LisRaRy, pott Svo, cloth, 
The|3s. net each; leather, 


With|each. 
BARBELLION (W. N. P.).—The 


gilt top, 4s. 6d. net 


Journal of a Disappointed Man. 
With an Introduction by H. G. WELLs, 
Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 


(Rev. C. W.).— 


English Surnames: Their Sources 
and Significations, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


ec eee 
NSIBILITY ;|| BARING-GOULD (S.), Novels by. 


Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each; POPULAR 
EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 9d. net each. 


Red Spider. | Ewe. 


Stories by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 


In a Steamer Chair. With2 Ilusts, 


From Whose Bourne, &. With 47 
Illustrations by HAL HURST and others. 


K Woman Intervenes. 


K Prince of Good Fallows. With 
1g Illustrations by E. J. SULLIVAN. 


The Unchanging Bast. 


Seana am deneemeee  caathall 
The Speculations of John Steela. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 47, net: POPULAR 


EDITION, micdium Gvu, ai, 6b. 
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ST ce ete oo Rie Pn ae wo 


BARRETT (PRANK), Novels by.|BELL (CLIVE). Art: a Critical 


Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net ‘each. | 
Found Gailty. | Folly Morrison. 
For Love and Honour. 

Between Life and Death. 
Fettered for Life. 

A Missing Witness. With 8 Iilusts. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding Scandal. 

A Prodigal’s Progress. 

Under a Strange Mask. (9 Iilusts. 
Was She Justified? | Lady Judas. 
The Obliging Husband. 
Perfidious Lydia. With Frontispiece. 
The Error of Her Ways. 

John Ford; and His Helpmate. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, Mediunn 8vo, gd. net each. 
Fettered for Life. 
Found Guilty. 


BARRINGTON (MICHAEL), 
The Knight of the Golden Sword. 


Crown &vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


BASKERVILLE (JOHN). By 
RALPH STRAUS and R, K. Denr, With 


13 Plates, Quarto, buckram, 21s, net. 


BAYEUX TAPESTRY, The Book 
ofthe. By HiLaIRe BELLOC, With 76 
facsimile Coloured Illustrations, Royal 
8vo, cloth, ros, 6d, act, 


BEACONSFIELD, LORD. ByT. 
P, O'CONNOR, M.P. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 5s, net. 
The Pocket Beaconsfield. 16mo, 


iia 3s. net;. leather gilt top, 4s. 6d. 
net. ; 


BENNETT (ARNOLD), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. net each. 
Leonora: 
Teresa of Watling Street. 
Tales of the Five Towns. 
Hugo. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
The Gates of Wrath. 
Tne Ghost. 
The City of Pleasure. 
Tne Grand Babylon Hotel. 


Leonora. POPULAR EDITION, 2s. net. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo,9d. net. each. 
The Grand Babylon Hotel. 
The City of Pieasure. 
Hugo. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
A Great Man. 
Beonora. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. - 
Books and Persons. 


sith ceeeieeaieaieataciceiemnetteans “pimtaSeee cae 
The Title. A Comedy in Three Acts. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


See also under ATKINS (J. B.), p. 2. 


Essay. With 6 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 


buckram, §3s. net. 
Pot Boilers. Crown 8ve cloth, 6s. net, 


BELLOC (HILAIRE). The Book 
of ihe Bayeux Tapestry. With 76 
facsimile Coloured IMustrations., Royal 
8vo cloth, Los, 6d. net. 


BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 


Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
My Little Girl. 

With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Wulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 
By Cella’s Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Ten Years’ Tenant. 


BESANT (Sir WALTER), 
revels by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net 
each, 


All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With r2 Illustrations by FRED. BARNARD, 

The Captains’ Rcom, &c. 

All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Hlus- 
trations by HARRY FURNISS. 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 

Unole Jack, and other Stories, 

Children of Gibeon. 

The World Went Yery Well Then, 
With 12 Illustrations by A, FORESTIER. 

Herr Paulus. 

The Bell of St. Paul's. 

For Faith and Freedom. With 
lilusts. by A. FORESTIER and F. WapDpy., 

To Call Her Mine, &c, With 9 [usts, 

The Holy Rose, &e. With Frontispiece, 

Armorel of Lyonesse. With 12 Iilusts, 

St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 
With 12 Hlustrations by C. GREEN. 

Verbena Camellia Stephanotis. 

The ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 

Beyond the Dreams of Avarice. 
With r2 Itustrations by W. H. HYDE. 

In Deacon’s Orders, &c. With Frontis, 

The Revolt of Man. 

Tne Master Craftsman, 

The City of Refuge. 

A Fountain Sealed. 

The Changeling. 

The Fourth Generation. 

The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustrations 
by F, PEGRAM. 

The Alabaster Box. 

The Lady of Lynn. With 12 Iilustra- 
tions by G. DEMAIN- HAMMOND, 

No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations. 
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BESANT (Sir Walter)—contizued. 

Fink PAPER EpITi0Ns, pott 8vo, cloth gilt, 
3s. net each; leather gilt top, 4s. 6d. net 
each. 

London. 

Westoinster. 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof. 
E. H. PALMER.) 

Sir Richard Whittington. 

erg eee de yee Hy 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 


PoPULAR EDITIONS, med, 8vo, 94. net each. 


All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
rE Celia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fieet. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
The Orange Girl. 

For Faith and Freedom. 
Chilaren of Gibeon. 
Dorothy Forster. 

No Other Way. 

Armorel of Lyonessé. 

The Lady of Lynn. 

My Littie Girl. 


Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. net each, 
London. With 125 Illustrations, 
Westminster. ith Etching by F. S, 
WALKER, and 130 Illustrations. 

South London. With Etching by F.S, 
WALEER, and 118 Illustrations. 

East London. With Etching by F. S, 
WALKER, and 56 Illustrations by PHIL 
May, L. RAVEN HILL, and J, PENNELL. 


Art of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, ts.net. 


BETTANY (LEWIS).—Edward 


Jerningham and his Friends. With 
Portraits. Demy 8vo, cloth, £1 1s. net. 


BIERCE (AMBROSE).—In the 
Midst of Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. od. 
net ; crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. net. 


BINDLOSS (HAROLD), Novels by. 
Crown 8v0, cloth, 3s. od, net each, 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 
Daventry’s Daughter. 
A Sower of Wheat. 
The Concession-hunters. 
Ainslie’s J ue] ue 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, 9d. net each. 


The Concession-hunters. 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 


BLAKE The 


(WILLIAM) : 


MARTIN’S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


BOCCACCIO.—The Decameron. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gs, net ; leather, gilt top, 
4s. 6d. net. 

(See also under FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.) 


BOHEMIA’S CLAIM FOR 
FRBEDOM.—Edit. by J. PROCHAZKA. 
With an Introduction by G. K. CHES- 
TERTON. Illust. Post 8vo, paper, Is. net. 


BOMFORD (NORA).—Poems of 
a Pentheist: Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
net. 


BORDEAUX(HENRY).—Guyne- 
mer: Knight of the Air. Translated 
by Louise Morgan Sill. With a Preface 
by RUDYARD KIPLING. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 
6s net. 


BORENIUS (TANCRED).—The 
Painters of Vicenza, With 15 full- 
page Plates. Demy 8vo,,cloth.7s. 6d, net. 


BORROW (GEORGE), The 
Pocket. Arranged by Epw. THomas. 
16mo, c oth, 3s. net; leather, gilt top, 
4s. 6d, net. 


BOURGET (PAUL).—The Night 
Cometh. Translated by FREDERIC LEES. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


BRAND (JOHN).—Observations 
on Popular Antiquities. With the 
Additions of Sir HENKY ELLIS, Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


BRANFORD (BENCHARA). — 
daone and Vesta, Crown 8vo, cloth, 
Ss. Net. 


BRETON (CAPTAIN WILLY).— 
The Belgian Front and its Notable 
Features: Demy 8vo, paper cover, 

, net. 


BREWER’S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 


ary. 

The Reader'’sHandbook of Famous 
Names in Fiction, Allusions, 
References, Proverbs, Pilots, 
Stories, and Poems. Crown &vo, 
cloth, §s, net 


BRIDGE CATECHISM: QUES- 
TIONS AND ANSWERS: including 
the PORTLAND CLUB CODE. By ROBERT 
HAMMOND, Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 


Marriage of Heaven and Hell,| BRIDGE (J. S. C.).—From Island 


and A Song of Liberty. With 
Introduction by F. G. $TOKES. A FLOR- 
ENCE Press BOOK. Cr. 8vo, hand-made 
paper, bds., 35. 6d.net; parchmt., 5s. net, 


to Empire: A History of theExpansion of 
Enulanu by Force of Arms. With Maps 
and Plans, Large crown 8vo, cl,, 6s. net; 
also crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, net. 
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BROWNING’S(ROBT.) POEMS.|BYRD (JOHN WALTER).—The 


Large fcap. ato, cl., 6s. net ea.; LARGE PAPER Born Fool. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 
EDITION, parchment, 12s, 6d. net each.— 


Also in the ST.MARTIN’S LIBRARY, pott8vo,| BYZANTINE ENAMELS IN 


cloth, 35. net each ; leather, gilt top, MR. PIERPONT MORGAN’SCOL- 

4s. 6d. net each. LECTION. By O. M. Daron. With 
Pi Passes: and Men and Note by ROGER FRY, and Illustrations 

Pemen. Rit 10 Plates in Colour in Colour. Royal 4to, boards, 7s. 6d. net. 

after E. FORTESCUE BRICKDALE. No , 

parchment copies, CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 


Dramatis Persons; and Dramatic Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
Romances and Lyrics. With 10| The Shadow of a Crime. 
Plates in Colour after E. F. BRICKDALE.); A Son of Hagar. 

The Deemster. 


Browning’s Heroines. By ETHEL F : 
COLBURN MAYNE, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. ag Hoh tenn pater vais apictae eres 


Epition of The Deemster, pott 8vo, 
BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems cloth, 3s. net ; leather, 4s. 6d. net. 


and Novels by. 
: CAINE (WILLIAM).—Monsieur 
The Complete Poetical Works of SegotIn’s Story. Demy 8vo, coloured 


Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols,, crown . net. 

8vo, buckram. with Portrait Frontispiece MEADDET: 20) BE 

to each vol - . net, 

DAS NG et oe CAMBRIDGE FROM WITHIN. 


By CHARLES TENNYSON, With 12 Illustra- 
; Crown Gyo, cloth 3c ed.nel each. tions in Colour and 8 in Sepia by HARRY 
The Shadow of the Sword. MORLEY. Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


A Child of Nature. 
God and the Wan. With 11 Iilustra- CAMERON (V. LOVETT).—The 


tions by F, BARNARD. Cruise of the ‘Black Prince’ 


Lady Kilpatrick. Privateer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with 2 Illusts., 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 3s. 6d. net. 

Love Me for Ever. 

Annan Water. CANZIANI (ESTELLA), Books 
Foxglove Manor. by. . 

The New Abelard. Costumes, Traditions, and Songs 


of Savoy. With so Illustrations in 


Rachel Dene. Colour and some in Line. Demy 4to,ci. 


Matt: A Story of a Caravan, gilt, 21s. net ; vellum gilt, 315, 6d. net. 
The Master of the Mine, Piedmont. By ESTELI.A CANZIANI and 
The Heir of Linne. ELEANOUR ROHDE. With 52 Illus- 
Woman and the Man. trations in Colour and many in Liae, 
Red and White Heather. Demy 4to, cloth, 21s. net, 
Ancromeds. CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 


« POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, od. net each. | Alice im Wonderland. With 12 Col. 
and many Line Lilus, by MILLICENT 


The Shadow of the Sword. SOWERBY, Large cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, net. 

God and the Man. Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 

Foxglove Manor. by W. H. DRAPER. Post 8vo, boards, 
Tho Martyrdom of Madeline. 1s, net; leather, 2s, net. 

Pee Tare Sh ee ae Se ees 

The Shadow of the Sword. FINE CATHOLICITY, WHAT IS ?— 

PAPER EDITION. Pott 8vo, cloth, 35. Letters from the Church Times and the 


net; leather, pilt top, qs. 6d. net. Tub. et, Collected by W. W. Crown 8vo, 
Geshe and pe a paper, Is. et. 
The Charlatan. By ROBERT BUCHANAN 
and HENKY DUpRAY. Crown 8vo, cloth, CHAPMAN’S (G EORGE) Works. 
35. 6d. wet. Vol. L., Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. a Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A, C. 
BURTON (ROBERT). — The SWINBURNE.—Vol, IIL, Translations of 
Anatomy of Melancholy. With a the Iliad and Odyssey, Three Vets, 
Frontispiece. PBemy 8vo, cleth, 6s. ret. crown 8va, cloth, 3%. 64, ‘nett each, 
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CHAUCER for Children: A Gol-|COLLINS (WILKIE)—continued. 
The Moonstone. 


den Key. By Mrs. H.R, HAWES, With 

& Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. ; 

Crown gto, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. Man and Wife. 
The Dead Seoret. 


Chaucer for Schools. With the Story 


ct be tine and his Atate ners After Dark. I 
. AWEIS. Demv 8vo, cl,, 2s. 6d. net. ~ 
®,® See also THE KING’s CLASSICS, p. 16. The Queen of bearts, 

No Name 

My Miscellanies. 
CHESNEY (WEATHERBY), grmaaale. 


Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. net each, 
The Cable-man. 
The Claimant. 
The Romance of a Queen. 


Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs.? 

The Black Robe. 
The New Magdalen. 
Frozen Deep. 

A Rogue's Life. 

The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies, 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel’s Daughter. 
Heart and Science. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy af Cain. 


CHESS, The Laws and Practice 
of; with an Analysis of the bod Hai 
By HOWARD STAUNTON. ted by 
RB. WORMALD. Crown 8vo, cl., 5s. net. 


The Minor Tactics of Chess: A 
Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle. 
By F. K. YounG and E, C. HOWELL. 
Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 


CHESTERTON (G. K.).—A Short 


pi lstony of England, Crown &vo,; «y gay No.” 
Stn SERS Little Novels. 
Blind Love. 


CHESTERTON (CECIL). — A 
History of the United States. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 

od, net each, 

Antonina, 

Poor Miss Finch. 

The Woman in White. 

The Law and the Lady. 

Moonstone. 

The New Magdalen. 

The Dead Seoret. 

Man. and Wife. 


CHRISTMAS CAROLS, AN- 
CIENT ENGLISH. Collected and ar- 
ravged by EVITH RICKERT. Post 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net. Parchment, $s. net. 
See also NEW MEDIEVAL LIBRARY, p. 19. 


CLAUDEL (PAUL).—The 
Tidings Brought to Mary. Trans- 


lated by Loui-E MORGAN Siti, Pott| No Name. 
4to, cloth, 6s. net. Armadale. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths| Blind Lowe. 
and Dreams. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. at The Legacy of Cain. 


The Woman in White. LarGce Types, 
FINE PaPER EprTion. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 3s. net; leather, gilt top, 


4s. 6d. net. 
COLVILL (HELEN H.).—The 


Incubus. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. net. 


COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
ines. By A. CLEMENT EDWARDS, M.P. 
wa Sve, cloth, rs, 6#, net. 


COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.). 
Jonathan Swift. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net. 


COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by. 
Cr. 8vo, cL, 3s. 6d. net each. 
Antonina. 
Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Woman in White, 
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COMPTON (HERBERT), Novels by.| CROKER (B. M.)—continued. 


The Inimitable Mrs. Massing- 
eae POPULAR EDITION, med, 8vo, 
' e net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
The Wilful Way. 
The Queen can do no Wrong. 
To Defeat the Ends of Justice. 


CORNWALL — Popular 
Romances of the West of England: 
Collected by ROBERT HUntT, F.R.5. With 
two Pilates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


COSTER (CHARLES DE).—The 
Legend of Tyl Ulenspiegel. Trans- 
lated by GEOFFREY WHITWORTH, With 
20 Woodcuts by ALBERT DELSTANCHE. 
Sm. Fcap. 4to, cloth, 7s.0d. net. Presen- 
tation Ediuon, the Plates mounted. 
Tas. 6d. net. 


CREIGHTON (BASIL). — The 


History of an Attraction. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 5s. net. 


CRESSWELL (C. M.) — The 


Making and Breaking of Almansur. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


CROSS (MARGARET B.), Novels 


by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net each, 


Opportunity. 
Up to Perrin’s. 


A Question of Means. Cr. 8vo, cl. 
3s. 6d. net. POPULAR EDITION, mediuin 
8vo, od. net. 


CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC AL- 
MANACK. Complete in Two SERIES: 
the FIRST from 1835 to 1843; the 
SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. With many 
hundred Woodcuts and Sicel Plates by 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANEK and others. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each, 


CROKER (B. M.), Novels by. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each. 
A Birdof Passage.' 
Mr. Jervis. 
Diana Pareneren: 


A Family Likeness. 
Terence. - 
A Third Person. 
Iinterferencc. 


M 
Infatuation. 
Bome One Else: 
In the Kingdom of Kerry. 
Jason, FO 
Married or Gingle? 


Miss Balmaine's Past. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 
Proper Pride: 

The Cat’s-paw: 

The Real Lady Hilda: 
The Spanish Necklace. 


Village Tales & Jungle Tragedies. 
A Reiling Stone. = = 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, 9d. net each, 


Proper Pride. 

Diana Barrington. 

A Bird of Passage. 

A Family Likeness. 
The Spanish Necklace, 
A Rolling Stone. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 
Beyond the Pale. 
The Real Lady Hilda. 
Married or Single? 
The Cat's-paw. 
Infataation. 


CUPID AND PSYCHE. With 8 


Milustrations in colour by DOROTHY 
MULLOCK, Fcap. 4to, boards, 5s. net. 


CUSSANS (JOHN E.).—A Hand- 


book of Heraldry. With 408 Woodcuts 
and 2 Colrd, Plates, Cr, 8vo, cl., 5s. net. 


DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-). 


Crown 8vo, Is. net ; cloth, Is. od. net. 


The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 
(Foods for the Fat). 


Kids to Long Life. Cr. 8vo, 2s, net; 
cl. 2s. 64, net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. net. 
Wine and Health : Howtoenjoy both, 


Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 


DELSTANCHE (ALBERT).-The 
Little Towns of Flanders. Twelve 
Woodcuts, with Prefatory Letter from 
EMILE VERHAEREN, Fcap. 4to, boards, 
3s. 6d, net. See also under FLORENCE 
PRESS BOOKS, page 10, and under de 

_ Coster on this page. 


% 


DEVON: Its Moorlands, 
Streams, and Coasts. By Lady 
ROSALIND -NORTHCOTE, Illustrated in 
Colours by F. J. WIDGERY. Fcap. 4to, 
cloth, ros. 6d, net, 


Lynton and Lynmouth, By Joun 
J PRESLAND. Illustrated in Colour by 
F. J. Wipoury. Crown 8vo, aloth, 
ros. 6d. nat. 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


DBWAR (GEORGE A.B.).—This| DONOVAN 


Realm, This England. With 9 
Illustrations, Crown 38vo, cioth, 2s. net. 


DICKENS (CHARLES), The 
Speeches of. With a Portrait. Pott 
8vo. cloth. 3s. net ; leather, 4s. Gd. net. 


Charles Dickens. 
CHARLES SWINBURNE. 
cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


The Pocket Charles Dickens: Pass- 
ages chosen by ALFRED H. HYATT. 
16mo, cloth, 3s, net; leather, g..t top. 
4s. 6d. net, 


By ALGERNON 
Crown 8vo, 


DICTIONARIES. 


The Reader’s Handbook. By Rev. 
EF. C. BREWER,LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
Ss. net. 


Familiar Allusions. Py W. A. andC. 
G. WHEELER, Demy 8vo, cl, 7s. 6d. net 


Familiar Short Sayings of Great 
Men. With Explanatury Notes by 


SAMUEL A, BENT,A.M. Cr, 8vo, cl.,6s.ne.|I DOSTOEVSKY 


The Slang Dictionary: Historica. 
and Anecdotal. Crown 6vo, cloth, 6s. net 


Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 
Dictionary of Curious Matters By E 
Epwarps, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net 


DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, §s, net each. 
Four Frenchwomen, With Portraits 


mignresnen Century Wignettes. 

n Three Series; also FIN&sPAPEh 
EDITIONS, pott 8vo, cloth, 3s. net each 
leather, 4s, 6d. net each. 


A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 Illustration. 


Side-walk Studies. With 5 Illusts, 


Old Kensington Palace, &o. Wilt! 
6 Illustrations, 


At Prior Park, &c. With 6 Illustrations. 
Rosalba's Journal, 8vo, with 6 Illus. 


DIRCKS HELEN).—FINDING. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s.6d. net. 


DIXON (W. WILLMOTT), Novels 


by. Crown 8vo, clotn, 3s. 6d, net each, 
The Rogue of Rye. 
King Hal of Heronsea. 


(DICK), Detective 


Stories by. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 


Suspicion Aroused, 

In the Grip of the Law. 

The Man from Manchester. 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. 
Wanted! 

Chronicles of Michael Danevitoh. 
Tracked to Doom. 

Tracked and Taken. 

A Detective’s Triumphs: 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
Caaght at Last. 

Link by Link. 

Riddles Read. 

From Information Received. 

The Man-Hunter. 

Tales of Terror. 

Deacon Brodie. 

Tyler Tatlock,Private Detective. 
Tne Records of Winoent Trill. 


(FYODOR), 

Letters of. Translated by ETHEL 

COLBURN MAYNE. With 16 Illustrations. 
Demy &vo, buckram, 7s. 6d. net. NEW 
AND CHEAPER EDITION, reset, with 
all the original illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. net. 


DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm 


of Girdlestone. Cr, 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net; 
POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, gd, net. 


DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 


Edited by Vol, CUNNINGHAM. Cr, 8vo, 
cloth, with Portraits, 3s, 6d. net. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson’s Works. With Notes 
and a Bioprapu.cal Memoir by WILLIAM 
GiIFFORD, Three Vols. 

Chapman’s Works, Three Vols,—Vol. 
I, Tue Plays compiete; Vol, II, Poems 
and Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
SWINBURNE; Vol. III. The Iliad and 
Odyssey. 

Marlowe’s Works. One Vol. 

Massinger’s Plays. One Vol. 


DRAPER (W. H.). — Poems of 


the Love of England. 
Decorated cover, Is. net. 


(See alsa under PETRARCH.) 


Crown 8vo, 


DU MAURIER (GEORGE), The 


Satirist of the Victorians. By T. 
MaRilN WOOS With 41 Lllustrations, 
Feap, gato, cloth, 7s. 6d, net, 


(CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


DUMPY BOOKS (The) for|EDWARDS (ELI EZER).— 
Children, Royal 32mo, cloth, Is. net Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic- 
each, tionary of Curious, Quaint,and Out-of-the- 

Way Matters, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


1.The Flamp, The Ameliorator, 
and The School-boy’s Appren- 
tice. By E. V, LUCAS. 


4. The Story of Little Black 
Sambo. Ky HELEN BANNERMAN. 
IWustrated in colours. 


7”. K& Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by NELLIE BENSON. 


Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 
’ With Four ILlusts, Cr, 8vo, cl, 3s. 6d. net. 


ELIZABETHAN VERSE, The 
‘Book of. Edited, with Notes, by W.S. 
BRAITHWAITE, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. R. Mon- net ; vellum gilt, 12s, 6d. net. 
SELL. Illustrated in colours. 


ner PE AE A LI 


EPISTOL4 OBSCURORUM 
Virorum (1518-1517). Latin Text, 
with Translation, Notes, &c., by F. G. 
STOKES, Royal 8vo, buckram, 25s. net. 


40. A Horse Book. By MARY TOURTEL. 
Illustrated in colours, 


41. Little People: an Alphabet. By 
HENRY MAYER and T. W. H. CROSLAND. 
Illustrated in colours, 


ene II IE ee 


EXETER SCHOOL, The Found- 
ing of. By H. LLoyp PARRY, Crown 
4to, cloth, §s. net, 


er I 


FAIRY TALES FROM 
TUSCANY. By ISABELLA M. ANDER- 
TON, Square 16mo, cloth, 1s, net. 


12. A Dog Book. By ETHEL BICKNELL. 
With Pictures in colours by CARTON 
MOORE PARK, 


18. Little White Barbara. By 
ELEANOR MARCH, Illustrated in colours, 


28. The Sooty Man. By E. B. 
MACKINNON and EDEN COYBEE. Illus. 


een re i TESCO Le A 


FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS  Mis- 


cellaneous Information. By W. A. and C. 
G, WHEELER. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s, 6d. net. 


eg ee A OO II OE 


FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 
of Great Men. By S. A, BENT, AM. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


30. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
JEAN C, ARCHER, 


33. Irene’s Christmas Party. By 
RICHARD HUNYER, Ilius, by RUTH CORB. 


34. The Little Soldier Book. By 
Jussiz Pope, Iustrated in colours by 
HENRY MAYER. 


35. The Dutch Doll’s Ditties. By 
C, AUBREY MOORE, 


TN 


FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 
by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 


The Chemical History of a 
Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by WILLIAM 
CROOKES, F.C,S. With numerous Illusts. 


36. Ten Little Nigger Boys. By 
NoRA CASE, 


37. Humpty Dumpty’s Little Son. 
By HELEN R, CROSS. 


38. Simple Simon. By HELEN R. 
CROoss, P tdatrated in BeIGUe. On the Yarious Forces of Natare, 
and their Relations to each 
other. Edited by WILLIAM CROOKES, 


F.C.S. With Iustrations. 


39. The Little Frenchman. By 
EDEN COYBEE, Illustrated in colours by 
K, J. FRICERO. 


FARMER (HENRY).—Slaves of 


Chance: A Novel, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


‘s0. The Story of an Irish Potato. 
By LILY SCHOFIELD. Illust,in colours. 


ee 


DUTT (ROMESH C.).—England|FARRAR (F.W., D.D.).—Ruskio 
- and India: Progress during One as a Religious Teacher. Square 
Handred Years. Crown 8vo, cl,, as. net. 


9 * 


16mo, cloth, with Frentispiece, Is, net. 


a 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


‘ENN (G. MANVILLE), Novels. 


Crown 5v0, cloth, 3s, od, net each.) 


by. 
The New Mistrass. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily. 
The White Virgin. 
A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune 
The Case of Ailsa Cray. 
Commodore Juak. 
In Jeopardy. 
Double Cunning. 
A Fluttered Duovecote. 
King of the Castile. 
The Maeter of the Cercmonties. 
The Story of Antony Grace. 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid's Mischief. 
Ihe Bag of Diarhonds, and Three 
Bits of Paste. 
Black Shadows. 
Runninzg Amok. 
The Cankerworm. 
So Like a Woman. 
A Crimson Crime. 


POPULAR EDITIONS. med. *vo, od. net each. 


A Crimson Crime, 
A Woman Worth Winning. 


lf ILIPPL (ROSINA).—Inhaling: 


A Romance. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


FEREWORK - MAKING, The 
Coruplete Art of. By T, KENTISH 
Witn 207 I!lusts. Cr, 8vo, cl., 3s. 62. net. 


Land of Silent Feet. With a Frontis- 
piece by G, D. ARMOUR, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, Gs, net. 


FLAMMARION (CAMIiLLE).— 
Popular Astronomy. Trauslated 
by J. ELLARD GoRE, F.R.A.S, With Ilus- 
trations, Medium &vo, cloth, tos. 6d. net, 


i LETCHER (JOHN GOULD).— 
The ba of Life. Crown 8vo, cloth. 
5s. net. 


FLOWER BOOK (The). By 
CONSTANCE SMEDLEY ARMFIELD and 
MAXWELL ARMFIELD, Large fcap qto, 
CL, 5s. net. 


- LORENCE PRESS BOOKS 
(The), Set ia the beautiful FLORENCE 
TYPE designed by Mr. HERBERT P, 
HORNE, Printed on hand-made paper. 


FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS—continwed. 


Virginibus Puerisque, &c. By N. L.StRvES- 
HON. With 12 Mlustrntions in Coloured Callo- 
trpeafrerthe Drawings of Norway WULELN- 
KON (255 numbered coples) Crown 4to, bis, 
£2 lta. 64 vet; vellum, £3 8a net. 


The Fioretti or Little Flowers of 8S. 
Prancis. Translated ly Prof. T. W. ARWOLN, 
M.A. With 29 [llustrationsin Cotlotype fra 
the MSS.in toe Laurentiun Livrary. (478 
numbered Copies.) Printed in red and binack. 
Dey 4tu, boards, 208. pet; vellum, 422. net. 


Songs before Bunrise. By ALGERNON 
CRARLES SWINBURNE. (475 numbered copies.) 
Printed in redand hiack. Crown 4to, boards, 
26s. net; linip velluin, 36a. net. 


The Marriage of Heaven and Hejl; and 
A Song of Liberty. Ry WILLIAM BLAKR. 
With Introduction by F. G. Srokgs. Crown 
8vo, buards, 3s. 6d. net; parchment 5a net. 


Bappho: One Hundred Lytics. By Briss 
CaRMAN. Small crown 8vo, boards, 3s. net; 
parchment gilt, 6s. net. 


Memoriale di Molte Statue e Pitture, 
Sono Inclyta Cipta di Florentia. 
(Edition Itmited to 459 copies.) Demy svo, 5s. 
net; limp vellum, 12s. 6d. net. 


Olympia: The Latin Text of Boocaoccio's 
Fourveenth Eclogae, with an English ren- 
dering, and other rap Heimeutey matter, by 
ISHAKLL GOLLANGZ, Litt.D, and a Pho - 
vure facsimile of a part of the MS. Limited 
to 500 copies fcap. 4to, hyud-mnade paper. 
boards, 6a, net; vellum, 123. 6d. net. 


Steavenszon’s Poems. Complete Edition 
Smullicap. 4to, gilt top, 12s. 6d. net. 


The Poems of John Keats. Newly arrenged 
in chronolugical order, and Edited by Sir 
BIDNEY COLVIN, In 2 vols. small 4to, boarda, 
358. net; buckram, 2s. net. LARGER Paper 
EvITION, limited to 250 copies, fceap. 4to, hand- 
made paper, parchmeit, 8le, 6d. net; vellum, 

.ne 


The Lyrical Paems of Shelley. Newi 
Kdlted by Prot, © H AERFORD. 1 Vol. amult 
ito, boards, 12s. 6d. net: buckram, 16a net. 
Also @ LARGE PAPBR ED:T/OnN, limited te 
260 numbered copies. Parchment, 26s, net. 


Flanders, The Little Towns of. 12 Wood- 
cuts by ALBERT DULSTANCHE, witha Prefa- 
tory Letter from ExJLK VERRAKBES. Edition 
limited to 500 numbered copies. Demy 4ta, 
bds,, l2s. 6d. net ; vellum, £1 ls, net. 


FRANKAU (GILBERT).—One of 
Us: A Novelin Verse. Crown 8vo., 3s. 64. 
net. Special Edition with INustra- 
tions by ‘‘FISH.” Feap. qto, boards, 6s. 
net, 100 copies bound in parchment and 
signed by the Author and Artist, 12s. 6d, 
net. Only a few remain. 


“Md’Apa’’: A Poern. 
boards, 2s. 6d. net. 


The City of Fear. 
3s. 6d. net, 


The Judgement of Walhalla. Pett 
gto, cloth, 3s, 6d. net, 


The Woman of the Horizon, Cro 
Sve, aleth, 61, net, | ve 


Demy 8vo, 


Pott gto, cloth, 
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MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).—John|GILBERT’S (W. S.) Original 


Thorndyke’s Cases. Illustrated by H. 
M. BROCK, &c, POPULAR EDITION, 
medium 8vo, 92, net. 


GARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo, 


1s. 6d. net each 


A Year's Work in Garden and 
Greenhouse. By GEORGE GLENNY. 
Also an edition at rs. net. 


Household Horticulture. By To 
and JANE JERROLD, Illustrated. 


ihe Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By TOM JERROLD. 


Our Kitchen Garden. By Ton 
JERROLD. Post 8vo, cloth, Is, net. 


GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net i 


Robin Gray. 

The Golden Shaft, 

The Flower of the Forest. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 

Of High Degree. 

Queen of the Meadow. 
By Mead and Stream. 
¥or Lack of Gold. 


&he Dead Heart. POPULAR EDITION, 
medium 8vo, 9d, net. 


GIBBS (A. HAMILTON).— 
eer and Son. Crown 8vo, cloth, |” 
ne 


GIBSON (L. S.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each. 


The Freemasone, 
Burnt Spices. 
Ships of Desire. 


The Freemasons. Cheap Edition, 
medium 8vo, 9d, net. 


Plays. In 4 Series. FINE-PAPER EDITION, 
Pott 8vo, cloth, 3s. net cach; leather, 
gilt top, 4s. 6d. net each, 

The FIRST SERIES contains: The Wicked 
World — Pygmallon and Galatea — 
Charity—The Princess--The Palace of 
Truth—Trial by Jury—Iolanthe. 


The SECOND SERIES contains: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan’] Druce—Tom Cobb 
—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore’—The , Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Penzance. 


The THIRD SERIES contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty’s Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Ruddigore 
—The Yeomen of the Guard—The 
doliers—The Mountebanks—Utopia, 


The FOURTH SERIES contains : The Fairy’s 
Dilemma—The Grand Duke—His Excel- 
lency—‘ Haste to the Wedding’—Fallen 
Fairies—The Gentleman in Black—Bran- 
tinghame Hall—Creatures of Impulse— 
Randall’s Thumb—The Fortune-huntet 
—Thespis, With Portrait of the Author, 


The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book. Compiled by A, WATSON. 
Royal 16mo, decorated cover, 1s. net. 


GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 
by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 
Knitters in the Sun. 
The Wealth of Mallerstang. 
AnAngel’s Portion. | Baliol Garth 
The Dreams of Simon Usher. 


GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 


by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. ¢, net each. 
The Lost Heiress. With 2 Ilusts. 


The Fossicker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. ‘wo Ilusts, by HUME NISBET. 


A Fair Colonist. With Frontispiece. 
The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece. 
Tales from the Veld. With 12 Hlusts. 


Max 7 norton: With 8 Illustrations 
by J. S. CRompron, R.L. 


GOLDEN TREASURY of 
Thee ht, The. By. THEODORE Tay- 
r. 8vo, CL, 3s. 6d. net. 


GIDE ANDRE), | Prometheus GRACE (ALFRED A.).—Tales 


eee. rosea Pd aa 
jos, 6d. net, Parchment Gilt, £r x0. net. 


of a Dying Race. 
38. 64. net, 


Cr, 8vo, cloth, 


if 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 « 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 
GRACE, B. M.: A Memoir.,|HAPPY TESTAMENT, The. 


By F.S. ASHLEY-COOPER. ‘Crown 8vo, By CHARLES LOUNDSBERRY. _ Iilus- 
cloth, 5s. net, trated in Colour by RACHEL MARSHALL. 
Post 8vo, decorated cover, rs. net, 


GRANDE (JULIAN).—A Citi- 


zens’ Army: The Swiss Military 
System. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6/, net. 


HAPSBURGS, The Cradle ofthe. 
By J. W. GILBART-SMITH, M.A. With 
numerous Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cloth, §s. net, 


oo 


HARDY (THOMAS), — Under 
the Greenwood Tree. Fost 8vo, cloth, 
3s. Od. net; KiNK PAPER EDITION. pott 
8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, net; leather gilt, qs. 
net; CHEAP EDITION, medium 8vo, /. 
net. Also the LARGE TYPE EDITION 
DE LUXE, with 1o Illustrations in Colour 
by KEITH HENDERSON. Fcap., qto, cloth, 
3s. 62. net. 


The Pocket Thomas Hardy. :6mo, 
cloth, 3s, net ; leather, gilt top, qs. 6d. net, 


GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 
Lifeof the, Ky ERNST GUHL and W 
KONER. Edited by Dr, F. HUEFFER. 
With 5435 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 


GREEN (ARTHUR).—The Story 
of = raseoner of War. Pott 8vo, 
is. net. 


GREEN (F. E.) — The Surrey 


Hills. IJilustrated by ELLiotTr Sga- 
BROOKE. Fcap. qto, cloth, 7s, 6d, net. 


HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER): 


Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 
50 other Illustrations by J. A, SHEPHERD. 


GRIMM.—German Popular 
Stories, — Collected by the Brothers 
GRIN» and Translated by EDGAR Tay- 
LOR. With an Intro, by JOHN RUSKIN, 
Illustrated by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
Square 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 5s. net. 


Fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. net. 


Nights with Uncle Remus, With 
8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 
J.A.SHEPHERD, Fcap. qto, cl. 6s. net. 


HABBERTON (JOHN).—Helen’s 
Babies. With Coloured Frontis.and 60. 
lllustrations by EVA Roos. Fcap, qto, 


cloth, 6s. net. HARTE’S (BRET) | Collected 


Works. LIBRARY TION, (Ten 
Vulumes now ready), Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. net each. 


of irish Character. Illusts. by CRUIK- 
SHANK and others, Demy 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 


Val. I. POETICAL AND DRAMATIC 
Works. With Portrait. 


< II. THE LUCK OF ROARING CaAMP— 
BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN 
LEGENDS. 


HI, TALFS OF THE ARGONAUTS— 
EASTERN SKETCHES, 


- IV, GABRIEL CONROY, 
V. STORIES — CONDENSED NOVELS, 
» VI. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE. 


» VIL TALESOFTHE PACIFICSLOPE—ITI. 
With Portrait by JOHN PETTIE, 


» VIII. TALES OF PINE AND CYPRESS, 
is IX. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREL, 
‘ X. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN. 


HAMILTON’S (COSMO) Stories 
Two Kings, &c, Cr. 8vo,cl., 25, net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. each, 
Nature’s Yagabond, &c. 
The Door that has no Key. 
Plain Brown. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, 


POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, od. net. 


Bret Harte’s Choice Works in Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait aad Illus- 


A Plea for the Younger Genera- 
' tratiens, Grown 8vo, cleth, 3s. 64, net, 


tion. Crewn 8yo, cloth, 2s, 6d. net. 
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HARTE (BRBT)—continued. HAWEIS (Mes. H. R.), Books by. 


Pott Svo, cloth, 3s. net each; leather, Th 
sae e Art of Dress. With 32 Iilustra- 
4s. 64, net each. tions. Post 8vo, cloth, Is, 6d. net. 


Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis- 
Mliss, Luck of Roaring Camp, &o. piece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, net. 
Condensed Novels. Both Series. Chaucer for Children. With 8 
Complete Poetical Works. 


Coloured Piates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. each. 


On the Old Trail. 

Trent’s Trust. 

Under the Redwoods. 

From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories in Light and Shadow. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin’s Mediation. 


HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


net each, 
Garth. . 
Fortune's Fool. : 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 
D. Poindexter's Disappearance. 
Sebastian Strome 
Love—or a Name. 
Ellice Quentin. 
Dust. Four Ilusis. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. net each. 


In a Hollow of the Hills. 
Maruja. 
Gabriel Conroy. 


AK Ward of the Golden Gate. With 
59 [itustrations by STANLEY L, WOOD. 


The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. 
With 39 Illusts, by DUDLEY HARDY, &c, 


HEAD (Mrs. HENRY).—A 
Simple Guide to Pictures. With 34 
Illustrations (24 in Colour), Feap. gto, 
cloth, 5s. net. 


HEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net.-each. 


Confessions of a Journalist. 
Heirs of Reuben. | Mara. 


Clarence: A Story of the American War. 
With 8 Illustrations by A, JULE GOODMAN. 


Barker’s Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by A. FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &c, 


Deyil’s Ford, &c. 


The Crusade of the ‘Excelsior.’ 
With Frontis. by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. 


Tales of Trail and Town. With 
Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB-HOOD, 


AK Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottie’s Client. 


K Protégée of Jack Hamlin’s. 
With numerous [ustrations. 


Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations 
by W. D. ALMOND and others. 


An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Californian Stories. 
Luok of Roaring Camp. 


Condensed Novels: New Bur- 
lesques. 


HENDERSON (KEITH).— 
Letters to Helen: The Impres- 
sions of an Artist on the 
Western Front, Illustrated. Demy 
8vo, boards, 6s. net, 


HENTY (G. A.), Novels by. 
aed ape Juggler. Post 8vo, cloth. 
35 Od, net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 
The Queen’s Cup. 
Dorothy's Doubie. 
Colonel Thorndyke’s Secret. 


HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.).— 


Junia. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


~ 


HILL (HEADON).—Zambra the © 
Detective: Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
net, 


HOFFMANN,TALES OF. Retold 
from OFFENBACH’S Opera. By 
- CYRIL FALLS, lLllustrated in Colour by 
A. BRANTINGHAM S!MPSON, R,Q.I. Small 

gto, c)., 35. 6d, net, 


Three Partners. POPULAR EDITION, 
medium 8vo, 9d, net. 
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HOLMES (CHARLES J., M.A.), HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 


Books by. Dy. Svo,cl., 7s. 6d. net each. 
Notes on the Science of Picture. 
making. With Photogravure Frontis, 


Notes on the Art of Rembrandt. 
With Fronuspiece and 44 Plates. 


HOME OF TO-DAY (The)—By a 
Woman Who Keeps One, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 5s. net. 


HOOD’S (THOMAS) Choice 
Works in Prose and Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 200 
Lilusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


HOOK’S (THEODORE) Choice 
Hamorous Works. With Lite and 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 
Bellamy the Magnificent. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 6s. net. 
Lord Cammarleigh’s Secret. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. ¢d. nef. 
Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net. 


Israel Rank: 


HORNUNG (E. W.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
Stingaree. 
A Thief in the Night. 
The Shadow of the Rope. Also at 
2s. net, 


HOUGHTON (MARY). — In the 


Enemy’s Country. Foreword by ED- 


WARD GARNETT. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


. 8vo, CL, 3s. 6d, net each. 


The Professor's Experiment. 
Lady VYerner's Flight. 
Lady Patty. 

Peter’s Wife. 

The Red-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory Lover. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. 

A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. 

A Modern Ciroe. 

In Durance Vile. 

April’s Lady. 

The Three Graces. 

Nora Creina. 

An Anxious Moment. 

A Point of Conscience, 
The Coming of Chloe. 
Lovice. 


‘POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, 9d. net each. 


The Red-House Mystery. 
A Modern Circe. 


HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED) and 
VIOLET HUNT.—The Governess., 
Cr, 8vo, cl,, 6s. net. 


HOWARD (KEBLE).—The Glory| HYAMSON (ALBERT).—A His- 


ef Zeebrugge and the ‘‘ Vindic- 
tive.’’ IWustrated. Demy 8vo, Coloured 
Cover, Is. net. . 

The Comedy of It. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
5s. net. 

my War Amazements. Illustrated. 

emy 8vo, clolh, tos. 6d, net. 


HUEFFER (FORD MADOX), 
Novels by. 
A Cali: The Tale of Tyo Passions. 
Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 
The Young Lovell. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
net. 


HUGO (VICTOR).—The Outlaw 
of Iceland. Translated by Sir GILBERT 
CAMPBELL. Crown 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net. 


HULL (ELEANOR), Selected and 
Annotated by.—The Poem-book of 
the Gael. S:nall cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, 


HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 
The Lady From Nowhere, Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, 4s. 6d. net. 
The Millionaire Mystery. 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 
The Wheeling Light. 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


Crown 


Crown 8vo, 
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tory of the Jews in England. With 
18 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d, net. 


HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 
Anthologies compiled by. Crown 8vv, 
cloth, fulk gilt side, gilt top, 5s. net each. 
Also, FINE-PAPER EDITIONS, without 
Illustrations, Pott 8vo, cloth, 3s. net 
each ; leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d. net each, 


The Charm of Venice: an Anthology. 
With 12 Il. in Colour by HARALD SuND. 


The Charm of London. With 12 
illusts. in Colour by YOSHIO MARKINO. 


The Charm of Paris. With r2 Ilus- 
trations in Colour by HARRY MORLEY. 


The Charm of Edinburgh. With 
12 lllusts. in Colour by HARRY MORLEY, 


INCE (MABEL), Novels by. 


Each with Frontispiece, cr. 8ve, cl., 
6s. net, each. 
The Wisdom of Waiting. 
The Commonplace & Clementine, 
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INCHBOLD (A. C.), Novels by. |JERROLD (TOM), Books by. 


Post 8vo, cl., rs. 6d. net each, 
he Ro f No R « Cr. 8vo, : 
fe cloth, opty 6d. ah eturm. “Tr. °VO.! me Garden that Paid the Rent. 


Love in a Thirsty Land. Cr. 8vo, Household Horticulture. 
cloth, 6s, net. 


JOHNSTONE (Arthur).—Recol- 
lections of R. L. Stevenson in the 
Pacific, With Portrait and Facsimn. 
Letter, Crown $vo, buckram, 6s. net. . 


cn ee A 


INDUSTRIAL OUTLOOK (The). 
—By Various Authors. Etited by H. 
SANDERSON FURNISS. Crown 8vo, cloth,| - 
35. 6d. net. 


ae 


JONES (CECIL DUNCAN).—- 
The Bverlasting Search: A Ro- 
mance, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


A 


INTERNATIONAL CARTOONS 
OF THE WAR. Sclected by H. PEARL 
ADAM. Demy gto, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


ER 


JONSON’S (BEN) Works. Wit) 
Notes, etc, by WILLIAM GIFFORD. 
Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 


ca RR AL 


IONIDES (CYRIL). —Sce under 
ATKINS (J. B), p. 2. 


JOSEPHUS, The Complete 
Works of, Translated by WILLT\3: 
WHISTON. Illustrated, Two Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each. 


ca pee ee pL 


JAMES (HENRY), Pictures and 


other Passages from. Selected by 
KUTH HEAD. Post 8vo, bds., 3s. 6d. net. 


KEATS (JOHN), The Poems of. 


See FLOREXCK PRESS BOOKS, page Io. 


RS 


‘¢ JASON *—Past and Future. 
- Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


KEMPLING (W.BAILEY-).—Th 
Poets Royal of England and Scot- 
land. With 6 Portraits. Small 8vo, 
parchment, 6s. net; vellum, 7s. 6d, nel. 
(See also KING'S CLASSICS, p. 16,) 
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JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 


The Pageant of Summer. Long 
fcap. decorated cover, Is. net. 


The Life of the Fields, Post 8vo, 
cL, 2s.6d. net ; LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER 
Epition, pott 8vo, cloth, 33. net ; 
leather, gilt top, 4s.6d. net. Alsoa NEW 
EDITION, with 12 Illustrations in Colours 
by M, U. CLARKE, cr. 8vo, cl, 5s. net. 


The Open Air. Post 8vo, cl, 2s. 6d. net. 
LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER Epirion, pott| The Spanish Marriage. 


8vo, cloth, 3s, net; leather, gilt top,| Honour the King. 


45. = arrreo a Dede DEON: Iilus- 
trated, orm with above, 

KING (LEONARD W., M.A.).— 

A History of Babylonia and Assyriv 

from Prehistoric Times to the 
Persian Conquest. With Plans anc 
Illustrations. 3 vols. royal 8vo, cloth. 
Each vol. separately, 18s. net; or the : 
vols, if ordered at one time, 4210s, net. 


Vol 1L.—A History of Sumer and 
AkkKads: An account of the Early 
Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric 
Times to the Foundation of the Baby- 
ionian Monarchy, 


, li—A History of Babylon from 
the Foundation of the Monarchy, 
about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest y; 
Babylon by Cyrus, B.C, $39, 


KENT (Lieut.-Comm.).— Poor 
Dear Providence: A Naval Love Story. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


a ee EPA LAP OE 


KEYNES (HELEN MARY), 


Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 
each. 


Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 5s. net; post 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d. net ; 
LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 
S8vo, cloth, 3s. net; leather, gilt top, 
4s. 6d. net. Alsoa NEW EDITION. Illus- 
trated. Uniform with above. . 


The Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
Passages chosen by A. H. HYATT. 16mo, 
cloth, 3s, net; leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d. net, 


—s 


JENKINS (HESTER D.).—Be- 
hind Turkish Lattices. With 24 
Hipstrations, Crown Svo, cloth, 6s, net. 
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KING (LBONARD W.)—continued. 


Vol. Ill —A History of Assyria from 
the Earliest Period until the Fall of 
Nineveh, B.C. 606. [ Preparing. 


KING'S CLASSICS (The). 
Under the General Editurship of Prof. ISRAEL 
GOLLaNcZ, D.Litt. Post svo, quarter - bound 
antique grey boards ior red cloth. 2a. 6d. net: 
Double Vols., 8¢.6d.uet. Quarter vellum, grey cL 
aides, 88. 6d.inet: Double Vols, 54. net. Three- 
quarter vellum, Oxford side-papers, cilt top, 5a 
net: Double Vuls., 78. 6d. net. + sivnifies Double 
Volumes, ® can be supplied fur School use in 
wrappers at le. net each. 

1. The Love of Books: the Philobiblon of 
ard de Bury. Trans.by CU. 1 HOMAS. 


+2. Bix Dramas ef Calderon. Trans by Ep 
FITZGERALD. Edited by H, OBLSNER, M.A: 


3. The Chronicle of Jocelin of Brakelondad. 
Trans. from the Latin, with Notes, by L. VU. 
Jawm, M.A. Introd. by ABBOT GAasQueET. 


%. Life of Sir Thomas More. By WILlLUM 
Roper. With Letters to and from his 
Daughter. 


8S. Bikon Baailike. Ed. by Ep. ALMACK, F.B.A. 


6. Kings’ Letters. Part I.: From Alfred 
to the Coming of the Tudors, Edited by 
ROBERT STEELE, F.S.A. 


7. Kings’ Letters. Part II.: From the Early 
Tudors; with Letters of Henry VIIE. and 
Anne Boleyn. 

& Chaucer's Knight's Tale. In modern 
English by Prof. SKKAT. 


*9. Chaucer's Man of Law's Tale, Squire's 
Tale, and Nun's Priest's Tale. Jn 
modern English by Prof. 3KKaT. 


10. Chaucer's Prioress’s Tale, Pardon- 
er's Tale, Clerk's Tale, and Canon's 
Yeoman’s Tale. Jn midern English by 
Prof. SKBaT. (See also Nos. 11, 47, 48.) 


11. The Romance of Falk Fitzwarine. 
Transiated by ALICR KEMP - WELCH: 
Introduction by Prot BrRanpDIN. 

12. The Story of Cupid and Psyche. 
Fron “The Golden Ags,” ADIING'ON’S 
Translation. Edited by W. H. D. Rouse, 


13. Lite of Margaret Godolphin. By Joxny 


EVELYN. 
1&8 Early Lives of Dante. Translated by 
Rey. P. H. WICKSTEED. 


18. The Falstaff Letters. By Jamxs WHITE, 


16. Polontus. By EDWARD FITZGERALD. 

17. Medieval Lore. From BARTHOLOM£CU8 
ANGLICUS. Edited by RosBERT STEELE. 
‘With Preface by WILLIAM MoRRIB. 


18. The Viston of Piers the Plowman. 
By WILLIAM LANGLAND. In modern Eng- 
ssh by Prof. SKEAT. 


19. The Gali’s Hornbook By Trowass 
DskkueR. Edited by R. B. McKERnow,M.A. 


+20. The Nun's Rale. or Ancren Riwile. in 
modern English. Kdited by AgBor 
GABQUET. 
a1. Memoirs of Robert Cary, Ear! of Mon- 
mouth. Edited by G. H. Pown it. 


a2. Barly Lives of Charlemagne. Trans. 
lated by A. J.GRANT. (See also No. 45.) 5 


23. Cicero's “Friendship,” “Old Age” and 

“Scipio's Dream.” 

pacipio‘s Dre Edited by Wy. HD. 
3%. Wordsworth’s Preluad 

W. 2B. Y ORG¥OLD, M.A. SVT MOtesiby 
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KING’S CLASSICS—cenitinued, 


25. The Defence of Guenevere, an her 
| Poems by Wiliam Morris. oft Ia- 
troduction by ROBERT STKELK. 

26, 27. Brownings Men and Women. 
Notes by W. B. WorsFOLD, M.A.[In 2 Vols. 

28. Poe s Poems. Notes by EDWARD HUTTON. 

28. Shakespeare's Sonnets. Edited by O. 0. 
STOPKS. 

30. George ENot’s Silas Marner. With In- 
troduction by Dr. K. GARNET. 

31, Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. With 
{Introduction by Dr. R. GARNETT. 

32. Charios Feade's Fee Womngton: With 
Jntraduction oy Dr. GARNBTT. 

33. The Household of Sir Thomas More. 
By ANSNK MiNnnING. With Preface by 
Dr. R. GARNETT. (See also Nos. 4, 40.) 

3& Sappho: One Hundred Lyrics. By 
BLiks CARMAN, 

35. Wine, Women, and Song: Medirvn! 
Latin Btudents' Songs. Translatet, 
with Introd., by J. ADDINGTON SYMONDs. 

36, 37. George Pettie's Petite Pallace of 
Pettie His Pleasure. Edited by Prof. 
I. GULLANCZ. (in Two Volumea. 

38. Walpole’s Castile of Otranto. With 
Preface by Miss SPURGEON. 

39 The Poets Royal of England and 
Scotland. Original koems by Royal aid 
Noble Persons. Edited by W. Baler 
KEMPLING. 

40. Sir Thomas More's Utopia. Ediced by 
ROBERT STEBLE, F.S.A. 


*“Z1. Chaucer's Legend of Good Women. 


in modern English by Prof. SEEAT. 


42. Gwift's Battle of the Books, &c. Edited 
by A. GUTHKELCH. ; 


43. Sir William Temple apon the Gardens 
of Epicurus, with other XYIIth 
Century Essays. Edited by A FoRBES 
SIBVEKING, F.S.A. 


%8.The Song of Roland. Translated by 
Mrs. CrosLanp. With Istroduction by 
Prof. BRANDIN. (See also No. 22.) 

46. Dante's Yita Nuova. The Italian text, 
with ROSsSETTI'B translation, and Introd. 
by Dr. H. ORLSNER. (See also No. 14.) 

&7. Chaucer's Prologue and Minor Poems. 
In modern English by Vrof. SKEAT. 


*€8. Chaucer's Parliament of Birds and 


House of Fame, In modern English by 
Prof. SKBAT. 

4&9. Mrs. Gaskell's Cranford. With Intro- 
duction by |. BRIMLEY JOHNSON, 

SO. Pearl. An Enxiish Poem of the Fourteenth 
Century. Kdited, with Modern Rendering, 
by Prof. 1. GOLLAS CZ. Preparing. 

51,64. Kings’ Letters. Parte III. and IY. 
Edited by Ronert STEELE, F.S.A. 

{In Two Volumes. Preparing. 

6&3. The English Correspondence of Saint 
Boniface. lrans. by EDWARD KYLIE,M.A,. 


86. The Cavalier to His Lady: XVIith 
_ Century Love Songs. Edited by Franx 
8L0G WICK. 

57. Agser’s Life of King Alfred. Translated 
by L.C. JANR, M.A. 

88. Translations from the Icelandic. 
Transiated by Rev. W.C. GREEN, M.A. 

89. The Rule of St. Benedict. Translated 
by ABBOT GASQUBT. 

60. Daniels “Delia” and Drayton’s 
“Idea.” Ed. by ARUNDELL ESDAL'.£, M.A, 

61. The Book of the Duke of True Lovers. 
Translated from CHRISTINE DE PI8A4N by 
ALICE KEMP-WELCRA. 

62. Ofthe Tumbler of Our Lady, and other 
Miracies. Translated from GAUTIER DE 
CoILNCl, &c., by ALICE KEMP-WELCH. 

63. The Chatelaine of baad Tranalated 
by ALICE Kemp-WeELcn. With Introduc. 
tion by L. BRANDIY, Po.p. 
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KRYSHANOVSKAYA, (V. I.) —|LINTON (B. LYNN)—coutinued. 


The Torch-Bearers of Bohemia. 
Translated frum the Russian by J. M. 
SOSKICE. Crown Svo, cloth, §s. net. 


LAMB’S (CHARLES) Collected 
Works in Prose and Verse, including 
* Poetry for Children’ and ‘Prince Dorus.’ 
Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD, Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


The Essays of Elia. (Both Series.) 
FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, 
3s. net: leather, yilt top, 4s. 6d. net. 


The One Too Many. 
Under which Lord ? 
‘My Love.’ 

Sowing the Wind. 
Paston Carew. 
Duloie Everton. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
An Octave of Friends. 


With 12 Mlusts. 


Patricia Kemball. POPULAR EDI- 
TION, medium 8vo, 9d. net. 


LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
The Arabian Nights. Illustrated 
by W. HARVEY. With Preface by 
STANLEY LANE-POOLE. 3 Vols,, demy 
8vo, cloth, 5s. net each. 


LASAR (CHARLES A.).—Prac- 
tical Hints for Art Students. 
Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net, 


LAURISTOUN (PETER). — The 
F alates Mountain, Cr, 8vo, cloth, Gs. 
net. 


LAWRENCE (D._ H.).—Look! 
We hdve come Through! Small 
fcap. gto, boards, 5s. net. 


LEE (VERNON).—The Ballet of 


the Nations; A Present-day Morality. 
Decorated by MAXWELL ARMFIELD. 
Demy 4to, boards, 3s. 6d. net, 


LELAND (C. G.).—A Manual of 
Mending and Repairing. With Dia- 
grams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). — 


Madame Sans-Géne. Translated by 
JOHN DE VILLIERS. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. net; POPULAR EDITION, medium 
8vo, od. net. 


LITTLE (MAUDE), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. each, 
At the Sign of the Burning Bush. 
A Woman on the Threshold. 
The Children’s Bread. 


LLOYD (Theodosia).—Innocence 
oe ene Wilderness. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
net. 


LE 
LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 

Patricia Kemball. & 

Ione, 

The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost, 12 Iilusts. 


t7 
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LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 


Anne’s Terrible Good Natu and 
other Stories for Children. ith 12 
Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


A Book of Werses for Children. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


Three Hundred Games and Pas- 
times. Ky E. V. LucAS and ELIZABETH 
Lucas. Pott qto, cloth, 6s, net, 


The Flamp, and other Stories. 
Roval 16mo, cloth, 1s. net, 


LYRE D’AMOUR (La).—An An- 


tholo of French Love Poems. 
Selected, with Introduction and Notes, 
by C. B. Lewis, Cr, 8vo, cloth, gs. net. 


MACNAIR (WILSON). — Glass 


Houses. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


McCARTHY (JUSTIN), Booksby. 


A History of the Four Georges 
and of William the Fourth. 


Four Vols,, demy 8vo, cl., 10s. 6d. net ea. 
A History of Our Own Times 


from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880, LIBRARY 
EDITION, Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
Ios. 6d, net each.—Also the POPULAR 
EDITION, in Four Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth, 
5s. net each,—And the JUBILEE EDITION, 
with an Appendix of Events to the end 
of 1886, in 2 Vols., large post 8vo, cloth, 
ros, 6d. net. 


KK History of’ Our Own Times, 


Vol. V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, ros. 6d. net ; crown 
8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


A History of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI. and VIL., from 1897 to Accession 
of Edward VII, 2 Vols.,demy 8vo, cloth, 
21s, net ; crown 8vo, cloth, Ss. net each. 


A Short History of Our Own 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Edward VII. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, ss. net; also the POPULAR EDITION, 
ee 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d, net; and the Cagap 

open (to the year 1880), med, 8vo, 9d, 
net, 
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McCARTHY (JUSTIN).—continued. 


Our Book of Memories. Letters 
from JUstiIN MCCarTHy to Mrs. CAMP- 
RELL PRAED, With Portraits and 
Views. Deiny 8vo, cloth, 12s, 6d. net. - 


Fing Parer EpUrions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth. 3s. net per vol.: leather, 
gilt top, 4s. 6d, net per vol, 
The Reign of Queen Anne, iar Vol. 


A History of the Four Georges 
and of William IW.,, in 2 vols. 


A History of Qur Own Times froin 
Accession of (J. Victoria to Igor, in 4 Vols. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 


The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy’s Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. | Linley Rochford. 
DearLadyDisdain. | The Dictator. 
Mins Misanthrope. With 12 Ilusts, 
Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations, 
The Comet of a Ssagon. 

Maid of Athens, With1i2 Illustrations, 
Camiola. 

Rea Ciamonds. | The Riddle Ring. 
The Three Disgraces, 

Mononila. 

Julian Revelstone, 


‘The Right Honourable.’ By Justin 
MCCARTHY and MRS, CAMPBELL PRAED, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


MacCARTHY (MARY).—A Pier 


and a Band. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


McCARTHY (J. H.), Works by. 
The French Revolution. (Consti- 
tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth, tos, 6d, net each, 


An Outline of the History of|: 


Ireland. 
rs, Od, net. 


Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, 
rs, net ; cloth, 1s, 6d. net, 


Doom: AnAtlantic Episode. Cr, 8vo, rs.net, 
Lily Lass, Cr. 8vo,1s.net; cl., 1s. 6d. net. 


A London Legend. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 
25, Od. Wet. 


MACAULAY (LORD).—The His- 


tory of England. Larcs Typx. Fine 
Pargr EpitTion, in § vols, pott 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. met per vol.; leather, gilt top, 
4s. 6d. net per vol, 


ee 


McCURDY (BDWARD).— 
Essays in Fresco. With 6 ILustra- 
tlons. Crown Syvo, buckram, 5s, net, 


Crown 8vo, Is. net; cloth, 


—_- 
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MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE), 
Books by. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination 
Yen Vols., 16mo, Grolier cloth, 2s, 6d. net 
each, Alsag in 16mo, cloth, 3s. net per 
Vol; 'cather, gilt top, qs.6d. net per Vol, 

Vol. 1, WITHIN AND WITHOUT — TRE 

HIDDEN LIFE, 

Y Il, Tite Disciple — THE GOSPEL 
WOMEN—BOOK OF SONNETS— 
OvrGAN SONGS, 

. LDL, Vioirn SonNGS—SONGS OF THE 
DAYS AND NIGHTS:-—A BOOK 
OF DREAMS—RQADSIDE POEMS 
— POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 

a IV, PARABLES— BALLADS -- SCOTCH 

i V. & VI. PRHANTASTES, (SONGS, 

» VI, Tas Portent, 

» VITL THE Licyur Princess — Tue 
GIANTS H¥ART—SHADOWS. 

- IX. Cross PURPOSES—GOLDEN KKY 
CARASOYN— LITTLEDAYLIGHT. 

ts X. THE CRUEL PAINTER—TRE Wow 
O’RIVV?EN—THt CASTLE—THE 
BROKEN SWORDS—THE GRAY 
WOLF—UNCLE CORNELIUS. 


Poetical Works. 2 Vols., cr. 8vo, 
buckram, jr2s, net; pott S8vo, cl, 3s. 
net per vol. ; leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d. net 
per vol. 

Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. net. - 


Lilith. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


The Pocket George MacDonald: 
Passages Chosen by A. H. HYATT. 16mo, 
cloth, 3s, net ; leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d. net. 


MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 
A Blow over the Heart. 
The Private Detective. 
Sentenced to Death. 
The Mystery of Lincoln’s Inn. 
Her Honour. 


The Woman Wins. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 
' 6s, net. 


MACKAY (WILLIAM). —A 
Mender of Nets. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
net, . 


McLEOD (IRENE RUTHER- 
FORD).—Songs to Save a Soul. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, net; parchment 
gilt, 3s, 62, net. ; 

Swords for Life. Pott 8vo, cl.2s. 6d¢.net. 
One Mother (Reprinted from above). Cr, 
8vo, paper, with photogravure, 6d, net. 
The Darkest Hour, Cr. 8vo, cl. §s.net. 
Graduation. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


ee ne ee on eeieer ee 


ee et te een ee 


EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, 35. net; 
leather, gilt top, 45,64, net, 
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MALLOCK (W. H.).—continued. 
Ye Life Worth Living ? Cr. 8vo,5s.net. 


MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 
Mort @’ Arthar, Selections from, edited 
by B. M, RANKING. Post 8vo, cl., as. net, 


MARGUERITTE (PAUL and 
VICTOR), Novels by. 

The Disaster. Transiated by F. LEES. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s.'6d. net. WAR 
EDITION, cloth, 2s. net. 

Wanity. Translated by K.S.WestT. Crown 
8vo, cl,, Portrait-Frontispiece, 3s. 6d. net. 


MARKINO (Yoshio), Books by. 
A Japanese Artist in London. By 
YOSHIO MARKEINO. With 8 Illusts. in 
Three Colours and 4 in Monochrome by 

the Author. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 

My Reoollections and Refiec- 
tions. By YOSHIO MARKINO. With 
9 Illusts. in Colour and 6 in Sepia by the 
Author, Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s, net, 

The Charm of London. Passages 
selected by A.H. HYATT, With 12 Illusts. 
in Colour by YOSHIO MARKINO, Cr. 8vo0, 
cloth gilt, 5s. net. 

Oxford from Within. By HUGH Dr 
SKLINCOURT. Witha Note and 12 Illusts, 
in Three Coiours and 8 in Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. Deiny 8vo, cl., 5s, net. 


Large fcap. ato, cloth, ros, 6d. net. 

The Colour of London. By W. J. 
LorTigz, F.S.A. With Introduction by 
M. H. SPIELMANN, Preface and 48 Ilius- 
trations in Caqlour and 12 in Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. 

The Colour of Paris. By MM. LrFs 
ACADEMICIENS GonxcouRrtT, With Intro- 
cuction by L. BENEDITE, Preface and 48 


Illustrations in Colour and 12 in Sepia} —--—--————————_——_---__-- -- 
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by YOSHIO MARKINO., 

The Colour of Rome. Bv OLaveE M. 
POTTER. With Introduction by DovG- 
LAS SLADEN, Preface and 48 I!ustra- 
tiens in Colour and 12 in Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. 

London: Pictured by YOSHIO MARKINO. 
16 Coloured Plates, with Literary Ex- 
tracts. Large fcap. 4to, boards, rs.6d. net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, 


The Story of Yone Noguchi: By Him- 
self. With 8 Ilusts. by YOSHIO MARKINO. 


MARLOWE’S Works, including 
his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col, CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s.6d. net, 


MARSH (RICHARD), Novels by. 
A Spoiler of Men. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 01. 
net; POPULAR EDITION, med, 8vo, gd. net. 


Crown 8vo. cloth. 
Justice—Suspended. 3s. 6d. net. 
Margot—and her Judges. 6s. net. 
His Love or His Life. 6s. net. 


MARSHALL (RACHEL).—A Ride 
on a Rocking Horse. Jilustrated 
in Colour by the Author, Feap, 4to, 
boards, 3s. 64. net. ° 
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MASSINGER’S Plays. From the 


Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by 
Col. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6@. net. 


ee 


MASTER OF GAME (THE): 


The Oldest English Book on 
Hunting. By EDWARD, Second Duke 
of York, Edited by W. A. and F, 
BAILLIE-GROHMAN. With Introduction 
_ by THEODORE ROOSEVELT, Photogravure 
Frontis. and 23 Hlustns. Large cr. 8vo. 
cl., 7s. 6d, net ; parchment, Ios. 6d, net. 


MAX O’RELL, Books by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
Her Royal Highness Woman. 
Between Ourscives. 

Rambles in Womanland. 


H.R.H. Woman, POPULAR EDITION, 
medium 8vo, 9d. net. 


MAYNE (ETHEL COLBURN).— 


Browning’s Heroines. With Frontis- 
piece and Title in Colour and other 
Decorations by MAXWELL ARMFIELD, 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cioth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
A Soldier of Fortune. 
In an Iron Grip. ~ 
The Siren. 
Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. 
On the Brink of a Chasm. 
The Way of a Woman. 
A Son of Ishmael. 
An Adventuress. 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumble by the Way. 
This Troublesome World. 


New). Small crown 8vo, pure rag 
puper, boards, Ss. net per vol. ; pigskin 
with clasps, 7s. 6d. net per vol. 

4. The Book ofthe Duke of True 
Lovers. Translated from the Midd'e 
French of CHRISTINE DE PISAN, with 
Notes by ALICE KEMP-WELCH. Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photograyures. 

2. Of the Tumbler of our Lady, 
and other Miracies. ‘Translated . 
from the Middle French of GAUTIER DE 
COINCI, &c., with Notes bv ALICE KEMP- 
WELCH. Woodcut and 7 Photogravures. 

3. The Chatelaine of Yergi. Trans- 
lated from the Middle French by ALICK 

. KEMP-WELCH, wiih the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. BRANDIN, 
Woodcut Title and § Photogravures. 

& Thé Babees’ Book. Edited, with 
Notes, by EDITH RICKERT. Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogravures., 

& The Book of the Divine Con- 
sOlation of Saint Angela da 
Foligno. Translated by MAarRY G. 
STEEGMANN. Woodcut Title and IIlusts. 
Small crown 8vo, pure rag paper, boards, 
5s. net per vol.; pigskin with clasps, 
1s. 6d, net per vol. 
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6. The Legend of the Holy Fina, 
Virgin of Santo Geminiano, 
Translated by M. MANSFIELD. Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogravures. 


7. Early English Romances of 
Love. Edited in Mudern English by 
EviITH RICKERT. 5 Photogravures, 


8. Early English Romances of 
Friendship. Edited, with Notes, by 
EDITH RICKERT. 6 Photogravures. 

9. The Cell of Self-Knowledge. 
Seven Early Mystical Treaiises printea in 
mst. Edited. with Introduction and 
Notes, by EDMUND GARDNER, N.A, 
Collotype Frontispiece in two colours, 


Anoient English Christmas 
Carols, 1400-1700. Collected and 
arranged by EnirH RICKERT. With 8 
Photogravures. Speclal price of this 
volume, boards, 7s. 6d. net: pigskin 
with clasps, Ios, 6d. net. 


11. Trobador Poets: Selections. Trans- 
lated from the Provencal, with Intro- 
duction and Notes, by BARBA?A 
SMYTHE. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and Decorative Initials, 


12. Oliges: A Romance. Translated with 
an Introduction by L. J. GARDINER, 
M.A.Lond., from the Old French of 
CHRETIENDETROYES, Witha Frontisp. 


MERAL (PAUL).—The Book of 
Recitatives. Translated from the 
French by LADY ROTHERMERE, 188 
copies printed on hand-made paper, 
Demy 4to, £2 2s. net. Also 12 cupies 
printed on velum and signed by the 
Author, £6 6s. net, 


MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
The Man who was Good. 
This Stage of Fools. 
Cynthia. 


METHVEN (PAUL), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. each. 
Influences. 
Billy. 


MEYNELL (ALICE).—The 
Flower of the Mind: a Choice 
among the Best Poems. In 16mv, 
cloth, 3s, net ; leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d, net. 


MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
The Lone Star Rush. With§ llusts. 
The Belforts of Culben. 
Only a Nigger. 


10. 
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MOLESWORTH 


et 
MONCRIEFF(W. D. SCOTT 


MUDDOCK (J. E.), 


by. Crown &vo. cloth. 35, 6d. net each. 
Renshaw Fanning’s Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Hoon Chum. 

arley Greenoak’s Charge. 
aoe Poe unner. 

e Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
The King’s Assegai. With 6 inate: 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, od. net each. 
The Gun-Runner. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley, 


(M rs.). —— 
Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo 


Cloth, 3s. 6d, net, 


The Abdication: A Drama. wi 7 
Etchings, Imp. gto, buckram, 21s. net. 


MORROW (W. C.).—Bohemian 


Paris of To-Day. With 1c6 Ilusts. by 
EDOUARD CUCUEL. Small demy 8vo 
cloth, §s. net ; 


MOZART’S OPERAS: aCritical 


Stady. By E. J. Dent, Illustrated. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d, net, 


Stories by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. net each, 
Basile the Jester, 
The Golden Idol. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 


pyowets by. Crown 8vo, cl, 3s. 6d. net 
eacn. . 
A Life’s Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 
Yal Strange. 

A Wasted Crime. 

A Capful o’ Nails. 

Hearts. 

The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. 

A Model Father. 

Old Blazer’s Hero. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature, 
First Person Singular. 

Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time’s Revenges. 

Cynic Fortune. 

In Direst Peril. 

This Little World. 

A Race for Millions. 

The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Yerge, 
Despair’s Last Journey. 
VYerona’s Father. 

His Own Ghost. 


soeerms Coat. POPULAR EDITION, 9d. 
pet. 
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MALLOCK (W. H.).—continued. 
Ie Life Worth Living ? Cr.8vo,5s.net. 


_1s Life Worth Living? Cr. 8v0.5sne" 
MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 


Mort @’ Arthar, 
by B. M, RANKING. Post 8vo, cl, 


enna, Ase cana Ree 
MARGUERITTE (PAUL and 
VICTOR), Novels by. 

The Disaster. Transiated by F. LEES. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s.'6d. net, WAR 
SpITION, cloth, 2s, net. 

Wanity. Translated by K.S.WesT. Crown 
Bvo, cl., Portrait-Frontispiece, 3s. 6d. net. 


as. net, 


cloth gilt, 5s. net. 
Oxford from Within. By HUGH DE 
SKLINCOURT. With a Note and 12 Iilusts. 
in Three Colours and 8 in Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. Demy 8vo, cl., 5s. net. 


Large fcap. ato, cloth, ros, 6d. net. 

The Colour of London. By W. J. 
LorTiz, F.S.A. With Introduction by 
M. H. SPIELMANN, Preface and 48 Illus- 
trations in Cqlour and 12 in Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. 

The Colour of Paris. By MM. LFs 
ACADEMICIENS GOXCOURT, With Intro- 
duction by L. BENEDITR, Preface and 48 
Iilustrations in Colour and 12 in Sepia 
by YOSHIO MARKINO., 

The Colour of Rome. Py OLave M. 
POTTER. With Introduction by DovG- 
LAS SLADEN, Preface and 48 ustra- 
tions in Colour and 12 in Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. 

London: Pictured by YOSHIO MARKINO. 
16 Coloured Plates, with Literary Ex- 
tracts. Large fcap. 4to, boards, 1s. 6d. net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 
The Story of Yone Noguchi: By Him- 
self, With 8 Hlusts. by YOSHIO MARKINO. |}. 
MARLOWE’S Works, including 
his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col, CUNNINGHAM. Cr, 8vo, cl., 3s.6d. net. 


MARSH (RICHARD), Novels by. 
A Spoiler of Men. Cr. 8vo, cl,, 3s. 6d. 
net; POPULAR EDITION, med, 8vo, 92, net. 


Crown 8vo. cloth. 
Justice—Suspended. 3s. 6d. net. 
Margot—and her Judges. 6s. net. 
His Love or His Life. 6s. net. 


MARSHALL (RACHEL).—A Ride 
on a Rocking Horse. Illustrated 
in Colour by the Author, Fcap, 4to, 
boards, 3s. 64. net, 
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MASSINGER’S Plays. From the 


Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by 
Col. CUNNINGHAM, Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net. 
fale a ERP RC Re RS ee 


Selections from, edited| MASTER OF GAME (THE): 


The Oldest English Book_ on 
Hunting. By Epwarp, Second Duke 
of York, Edited by W. A. and F, 
BAILLIE-GROHMAN. With Introduction 
_ by THEODORE ROOSEVELT, Photogravure 
Frontis. and 23 Illustns, Large cr. 8vo. 
cl., 7s. 6d. net; parchment, Ios. 6d, net. 


MAX O’RELL, Books by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 
Her Royal Highness Woman. 
Between Ourscives. 

Rambles in Womanland. 


H.R.H. Woman, POPULAR EDITION, 
medium 8vo, 9d. net. 


MAYNE (ETHEL COLBURN).— 


Browning’s Heroines. With Frontis- 
piece and Title in Colour and other 
Decorations by MAXWELL ARMFIELD, 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
A Soldier of Fortune. 
In an Iron Grip. . 
The Siren. 
Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. 
On the Brink of a Chasm. 
The Way of a Woman. 
A Son of Ishmael. 
An Adventuress. 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumble by the Way. 
This Troublesome Vrorld. 


(The 
New). Small crown 8vo, pure rag 
pauper, boards, 5s. net per vol. ; pigskin 
with clasps. 7s. 6d. net per vol. 

4. The Book of the Duke of True 
Lovers. Translated from the Middle 
French of CHRISTINE DE PISAN, with 
Notes by ALICE KEMP-WELCH, Wood- 
cut Tithe and 6 Photogravures. 

3. Of the Tumbler of cur Lady, 

and other Mivacies, Translated . 

from the Middle French of GAUTIER DE 

CoIncl, &c., with Notes bv ALICE KEMP- 

WELCH. Woodcut and 7 Photogravures. 

The Chatelaine of Yergi. Trans- 

lated from the Middle French by ALICK ' 

._ KeEMpP-WELCH, with the original Text, 

and an Introduction by Dr. L. BRANDIN, 

Woodcut Title and § Photogravures. 

Thé Babees’ Book. [dited, with 

Notes, by EDITH RICKERT. Woodcut 

Title and 6 Photogravures. 

The Book of the Divine Con- 

solation of Saint Angela da’ 

Foligno. Translated by Mary G. 

STREEGMANN. Woodcut Title and Illusts, 

Small crown 8vo, pure rag paper, boards, 

ss. net per vol.; pigskin with clasps, 

7s, 6d. net per vol. 
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6. The Legend of the Holy Fina, 
Wirzin of Santo Geminiano, 
Translated bv M. MASSFIELD. Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photogravures. 


Early English Romances of 
Love. Edited in Mudern English by 
EvITH RICKERT, 5 Photogravures, 


Early English Romances of 
Friendship. Edited. with Notes, by 
EDITH RICKERT. 6 Photogravures, 


The Cell of Self-Knowledge. 
seven Early Mystical Treavises printed in 
18st. Edited. with Introduction and 
Notes, by EDMUND GARDNER, N.A. 
Collotype Frontispiece in two colours, 


Ancient English Ohristmas 
Carols, 1400-1700. Collected and 
arranged by kpirH RICKERT. With 8 
Photogravures. Special price of this 
volume, boards, 7s. 6d. net: pigskin 
with clasps, Ios, 6d. net. 


Trobador Poets: Selections. Trans- 
lated from the Piovengal, with Intro- 
duction and Notes, by BARBA?A 
SMYTHE. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and Decorative Initials, 


12, Cligésa: A Romance. Translated with 
an Introduction by L. J. GARDINER, 
M.A.Lond., from the Old French of 
CHRETIENDETROYES, Witha Frontisp. 


MERAL (PAUL).—The Book of 
Recitatives. Translated from the 
French by LADY ROYVHERMERE, 188 
copies printed on hand-mide paper. 
Demy 4to, £2 2s. net. Also 12 cupies 
printed on velum and signed by the 
Author, £6 6s. net, 


1. 


10. 


11. 


MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
Crown 8&vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
The Man who was Good. 
This Stage of Fools. 
Cynthia. 


METHVEN (PAUL), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, each. 


Influences. 
Billy. 


MEYNELL (ALICE)—The 
Flower of the Mind: a Choice 
among the Best Poems. In 16mv, 
cloth,3s. net ; leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d. net. 


MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
The Lone Star Rush. With8 lusts. 
The Belforts of Culben, 
Only a Nigger. 
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by, Crown &vo, cloth. 3s, 6a. nei each, 
re eee Quest. 

riumph o ary Blachland. 
+t nate Chum o 

arley Greenoak’s Charge. 
The Gun-Runner, 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
The King’s Assegai. With 6 lilusts. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, od, net each. 
The Gun-Runner, 
Tne Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 


Hathercourt Rectory. 


Crown 8vo 
Cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


MONCRIEFF(W. D. SCOTT-).— 


The Abdication: A Drama. 


Etchings, ae 


Imp. 4to, buckram, ars, net. 


MORROW (W. C.).—Bohemian 


Paris of To-Day. With 1c6 lusts. by 
EbOCAKD CUCULKL. Simall demy 8vo, 
cloth, §s. net 


MOZART’S OPERAS: a Critical 


Study. By E. J. Dent, 


Illustrated. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 128. 6d. net, 


Neem hl ete nei 
MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 62. net each, 
Basile the Jester, 
The Golden Idol. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 


er by. Crown 8vo, cl, 3s. 6@, net 
eacn. ; 
A Life’s Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations, 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 
Yal Strange. 

A Wasted Crime. 

A Capful o’ Nails. 

Hearts. 

The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. 

A Model Father. 

Old Blazer's Hero. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature, 
First Person Singular. 

Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time’s Revenges. 

Cynic Fortune. 

In Direst Peril. 

This Little World. 

A Race for Millions. 

The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Verge. 
Despair’s Last Journey. 


Cc. 
VYerona’s Father. 
His Own Ghost. 


joseph ® Coat. POPULAR EDITION, 9d. 
net. 
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MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and/OLYMPIA: the Latin Text of 


HENRY HERMAN,. Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 


One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops’ Bible. 
PaulJd ones’ ® Alias. With Illustrations, 


NEVILL (RALPH). 
The Man of Pleasure. With 28 
Illustrations, Coloured and plain, Demy 

8vo, cloth, 12s, 6d. net. 


NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 
from the Enemy. With 8 Coloured 
Illusts, by GERALD LEAKE, Cr, 8vo, cl., 
3s. 6d. net and 2s. net. 


NICHOLS (ROBERT).—Ardours 
and Endurances, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


The Assault, and other. War 
Poems from ‘Ardours and 
Endurances,.’ Crown svo, paper 
with cover design by C. R. W. NEVINSON. 
Is. 3a. net. 


NIJINSKY, THE ART OF. By 
GEOFFREY WHITWORTH. Illustrated in 
Colour by DOROTHY MULLOCK, Post 
8vo, cleth, 3s. 6d, net. 


NISBET (HUME). —‘ Bail Up!? 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net; medium 
8vo, 94. net. 


NOGUCHI(YONE), The Story of. 
Told by Himself. Witn 8 Iliustrations 
by YOSHIO MARKINO, Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s, net. 


NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. met each. 
Saint Ann’s. 
Billy Bellew. 
Miss Wentworth’s Ides. 


OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
A Weird Gift. 
The Path of Glory. 
Love’s Depths. 
The Money-maker. 
The Woman of Mystery. 
The Conqueress. 


OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 
Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 
The Primrose Path. 
The Greatest Heiress in England 
Whiteladies. 
The Soreeress. 


OUIDA, Novels by. 


Beccaccio’s Fourteenth Eclogue, 
with an English rendering and other 
Supplementary Matter by ISRAEL GOL- 
LANCZ, Litt.D., and Photogravure Front- 
ispiece. Pr nted in the Florence Press 
Type upon hand-made paper. Edition 
limited to 500 copies, Fcap. gto, boards, 
6s. net ; vellum, 12s, 6d. net. 


OSTROROG (COUNT LEON).— 


The Turkish Problem. Crown &8vo, 
cloth, Os. net. 


Crown 8vo, 
cioth, 3s. 6d. net each, 


Tricotrin.| A Dog of Flanders. 
Ruffino. Cecil Castlemaine’s 
Cthmar. Gage. 
Frescoes, | Princess Napraxine. 
Wanda. Held in Bondage. 
Ariadne. | Under Two Flags. 
Pascarel. | Folle-Farine. {Shoes. 
Chandos. | Two Little Wooden 
Noths. A Village Commune, 
Puck. In a Winter City. 
Idalia. Santa Barbara. 
Bimbi. In Maremma. 
Signa Strathmore. 

° Pipistrello. 
Friendship. | Two Offenders. 
Guilderoy. | Syrlin. 


A Rainy June. | The Massarenes. 
The Waters of Edera. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 
gd. net each, 


Under Two Flags. Moths. 
Held in Bondage. Pack. . 
Strathmore. Tricotrin. 
The Massarenes. Chandos. 
Friendship. Ariadne. 
Two Little Wooden Shoes. 
Idalia. | Othmar. | Pascarel. 


Folle-Farine. | Princess Napraxine 
Wanda. | In Maremma. 


Tyo Little Wooden Shoes. LArar 
ripe EDITION, Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 1s, 6d. 
net. 


Wisdom, Wit,and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of OUIDA by F, SYDNEY 
Morris, Pott 8vo, cloth, 3s. net; 
leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d. net, 


OXFORD FROM WITHIN. -By 


HUGH DE S£LINCOURT, With a Note and 
12 Illustrations in Colour and 8 in Sepia 
by meeHis MARKINO, Demy 8vo, cleth, 
5s. net, 
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PAIN (BARRY).—Eliza’s Hus- 
band. 
Is. 6d, net. 


PANDURANG HARI; 


Memoirs of a Hindoo. 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


or, 


PARIS.—Bohemian Paris of To- 
day. By W. C. Morrow. With 106 
INustration§ by E. CucUEL, Small demy 
8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


The Illustrated Catalogue of the 
Paris Salon. With about 3ooillusts, 
Published annually to 1914. Demy 8vo, 
3s, net, 


See also under Markino (Yoshio), p. Ig. 


PATTERSON (MARJORIE).— 
. The Dust of the Road: A Novel. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


ane a 
PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. net each. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. 
A County Family. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
For Cash Only. 
High Spirits. 
Sunny Stories. 
&A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. 
At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge. 
The Word and the Will, 
The Burnt Million. 
A Trying Patient. 
Gwendoline’s Harvest. 
A Woman's Yengeanoa, 
The Best of Husbands, 
The Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Kit: A Memory. 
Murphy’s Master. 
Not Wooed but Won. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Under One Roof. 
A Modern Dick Whittington. 
With Portrait of Author, . 


12 Illusts, 


POPULAR ENITIONS, med. 8vo, 94, net each. 
Lost Sir Massinghberd. 

Walter's Word. 

By Froxy. 
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Fcap. 8vo, 1s, 3d. net; cloth, 


Post 8vo,] PENNY 


PETRARCH’S SECRET; 


Se erence eae ee RARE NENT 
PHIL MAY’S Sketch-Book : 


PEACE ON EARTH: The Story 


of the Birth of Christ in the Words 
.of the Gospel. Iliust. by Tmomas 
DERRICK, Small gto, bds., 1s. net. 


(F. E.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each. 


The Sanyasi. 

Caste and Creed. 
Dilys. 

The Tea-Planter. 
Inevitable Law. 

The Rajah. 

The Unlucky Mark. 
Sacrifice. 

Dark Corners. ‘ 
Lowe in the Hills. 
The Malabar Magician, 
The Outcaste. 


Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. net. each. 


Love ina Palace. 

Love by an Indian River. 
Missing! 

A Love Tangle. 

A Love Offensive. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, od. net each. 


The Tea-Planter. 
Inevitable Law. 
Caste and Creed. 
The Sanyasi. 


PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. net each. 


A Free Solitude. 

East of Sues. 

The Waters of Destruction. 
Red Records. 

The Stronger Claim. 
Idolatry. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, od. net each, 


The Stronger Claim. 

The Waters of Destruction. 
Idolatry. 

A Free Solitude. 


PETIT HOMME ROUGE (Le). 


See under Vizetelly (E. A.), page 31. 


or; 
The Soul’s Conflict with Passion. 
Three Dialogues, Translated from the 
Latin by W. H. DRAPER, With 2 IUus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


4 
Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, 2s, 6d. net. 


Violinists and Fine Violins. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 5s, net. 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, WC. 
PICKTHALL(MARMADUKE).—|PRYCE (RICHARD). — Miss 


Lurkmeadow. Crown 8vo,cl., 6s. net. eee Afiections. Cr. 8vo, cl., 
3s. 6a. net. 


PLUTARCH’S Lives of Ilus- 
trious Men. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., 8vo, half-cl., tos. 6d. net. 


READE’S (CHARLES) Novels. 


Collected LIBRARY EDITION, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. net ea, 
Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone. 
Hard Cash. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With a Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT. 
‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth; and Single- 
heart and Doubleface. 
The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades; A Heroand 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 


POE’S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice 
Works. With an Introduction by CHAS. 
BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net. 


eee aa ARE PR sec ee es 


POLLEN (A. H.).—The Navy in 
Battle. Mlust.) Dy. 8vo, cl., 12s. 6d. net. 


POUGIN (ARTHUR).—A Short 
History of Russian Music. Trans- 
lated by LAWRENCE HAWARD. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


PRAED (Mrs. CAM PBELL),|  vne Douxle Marriage. : 
Novele by: Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. Put Yourself in His Place. 
net each. A Terrible Temptation. 


Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 

Wrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 llustrations. 
Nulma. 

Madame Izan. 

The Lost Earl of Hilan. 


Griffith Gaunt. 

A Woman-Hater. 

Foul Play. 

A Simpleton. 

The Jilt; and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

& Perilous Secret. 

Our Book of Memories. Letters| Readiana; and Bible Characters. 

from JUSTIN MCCARTHY, With Ports. 

and Views, Demv 8vo, cl., 12s. 6d. net, 

See also under JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 


re 


PRESLAND (JOHN), Dramas 
by. Fcap. 4to,cloth, 5s. net each. 
Mary Queen of Scots. 
Manin and the Defonce of Venice. 
Marcus Aurelius. 
Belisarius, General of the East. 
King Monmouth. 


LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. 


Pott 8vo, cloth, 3s. net each ; leather, gilt 
top, 4s. 6d, net each, 


The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
32 Illustrations by M. B. HEWERDINE. 


‘It is Newer Too Late to Mend.’ 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, 9d. net each. 


The Cloister and the Hearth. 
‘It is Never Toco Late to Mend.’ 


REED 


Small crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each. 


Foul Play. 
The Deluge, and other Poems. Hard para log 
Songs of Changing Skies. Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone. 


Griffith Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Place, 

AK Terrible Temptation. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
A Perilous Secret. 

A Woman-later. 

The Course of True Love, 


Lynton and Lynmoatk. Illustrated 
in Colour by F. |. WIDGERY. Demy &vo, 
cloth, 10s. 6d net. 


PROCTOR (RICHARD A.) 


Basy Star Lessons, Cr, Svo, cleth, 
3s, 6d, act. With Star Maps, 
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READE (CHARLES)—continued. 


The Wandering Heir, Laroz TyPE 
EDITION, fcap,8vo, civin, Is, net. 


The Cloister and the Hearth. 
Illustrations by Matr B, HEWERDINE. 
Small 4to, cloth 6s. net.—Also Illustrated 
by Byam SHaw, R.I. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
73s. 6d. net. 


REITLINGER (FREDERIC).—A 
Diplomat’s Memoir of 1870. Trans- 
lated by HENRY REITLINGER. Cr, 8vo, 
cloth, 2s, net, 


RICHARDSON (Frank), Novels by. 


The Man who Lost his Past. With 
50 Illustrations by Tom BROWNE, RL. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


The Bayswater Miracle. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net each, 
The King’s Counsel. 
There and Back. 


RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 


A Rich Man’s Daughter, ‘Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, 


Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 62. net. 


RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
Barbara Dering. . 
Meriel: A Love Story. 


ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 
The Hands of Justice. 
The Woman in the Dark. 


ROLFE (FR.).—Don Tarquinio. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, 


ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 
THB: List ofthe Principal Warriors who 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours, 
3s. 6d. net. 


ROSENGARTEN(A.).-A Hand- 
book of Architectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS, With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, ss. net, 


ROSHER (HAROLD), — In the 
Royal Naval Air Service. 
Preface by ARNOLD BEwngrt, 
Crown 8yo, 35. 64, net. 


MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


ROWLANDS (EFFIE ADE- 
LAIDE), Novels by. Cr, 8vo, cloth. 


The Price Paid. 3s. 6d, net. 
Her Husband. 6s. net. 


RUSKIN (JOHN).—The Pocket 


RusKin. 16mo, cloth, 3s. net. ; leather, 
gilt top, 4s, 6d. net, 


RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
Round the Galley-Fire. 
In the Middle Watch. 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. 
A Book for the Hammock: 
The Mystery of the ‘Ocean Stavr.’ 
The Romance ot Jenny Harlowe. 
The Tale of the Ten. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 
The Good Ship ‘ Mohock.’ 
The Phantom Death. 
Is He the Man 
The Last Entry. 
The Convict Ship. 
Heart of Oak. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels, 
_ The Death Ship. 
Overdue. 
Wrong Side Out. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, ge. net each, 
The Convict Ship. 

Is He the Man? 

My Shipmate Louise. 


RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 
A Country Sweetheart. 
The Drift of Fate, 


RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 
(The Fortress of Merrie By I. 
P. YOUVAT8HEV. Translated by A, §, 
RAPPOPORT, M.A. With 16. Plates, 
Demy 8vo, eleth, 7s. 6d. net, 
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SANDEMAN (GEORGE).— 


SAROLEA 


SELINCOURT (HUGH DB), 


S1. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The). 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


eS Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 

A Fellow of aeinity. With a Note 
by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, 

The Junior Dean. 

Orchard Damerel. 

The Master of St. Benedict’s. 

In the Face of the World. 

To His Own Master. 

The Tremlett Diamonds. 

The Wooing of May. 

Fortune’s Gate. 

A Tragic Honeymoon. 

Gallantry Bower. 

A Proctor’s Wooing. 

Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 

Mrs. Dunbavr’s Secret. 

Mary Unwin. With 5 Illustrations. 


Agnes. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


(CHARLES).—Ger- 
man Problems and Personalities. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, §s, net. 


SCOTS (CYRIL).—The Celestial 


Aftermath. Pott qto, cloth, 5s, net. 
Also LARGE PAPER EDITION limited to 
go Signed Copies, parchment, 21s. net. 


ooks by. 

Oxford from Within. With a Note 
and 20 Iijustrations in Colour and Mono- 
chrome by YOSHIO MARKINO. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 5s. net. 

K Daughter of the Morning. 
Crown &vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


SERGEANT(ADELINE), Novels 


by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d, net each, 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Endicott's Experiment. 
The Missing Elizabeth. 


SERMON ON THE MOUNT 


(The). Hiuminated in Gold and Colours 
by ALBERTO SANGORSKI. Fcap. ato, 
Jap. vellum, 3s. 6d. net; parchment, full 
gilt, wih silk ties, 6s net, 


In pocket size, cloth 3s, net per Vol, ; , 
leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d. net per Vol. 
By WALTER BESANT. 
London. 
Westminster. 
Jerusalem. By BESANT and PALMER. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
Sir Richard Whittington, 
Gaspard de Coligny. 
By GIOVANNI BOCCACCIO. 

The Decameron. _. 

By ROBERT BROWNING. 
Iitustrated in Colours by E, F, BRICKDALE, 
Pippa Passes: and Men and Wo- 

en. 


m 
Dramatis Persons: and Dra- 
matic Romances and Lyrics. 
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SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels|ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY—continved. 


By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
By HALL CAINE. 
The Deemsfer. 
By WILKIE COLLINS, 
The Woman in White. 
By DANIEL DEFOE, 
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Iilus- 
trations by G. CRULKSHANKE, 
By CHARLES DICKENS, 
Speeches. With Portrait 
By AUSTIN DOBSON. 
Bighteenth Century YWignettes. 
lu Three Series, each Illustrated. 
By W.S.GILBERI. | 
Original Plays. In Four Series, the 
Fourth Series with a Portrait. 
By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By BRET HARTE. 
Condensed Novels. 
Mliss, The Luck of Roaring Camp, 
and other Stories. With Portrait, 
Poetical Works. 
By OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 
The Autocrat of the Bredkfast- 
Table. illustrated by J. G, THOMSON. 
~ Compiled by A, H. HYATT. 
The Charm of London: An Anthology. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 
yhe Charm of Parls. 
By RICHARD JEFFERIES, 
The Life of the Fielda. 
The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 
By CHARI.ES LAMB. 
The Essays of Elia. 
By LORD MACAULAY, 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. 
By JUSTIN McCARTHY. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in 1 Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 
and of William IVW.,, in 2 Vols, 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q, Victoriato 1901,in 4 Vols. 
By GEORGE MacDONALD. 
Poetical Works. In 2 vols. 
WorksofFancyand Imagination 
in 10 Vols. 16mo, (For List, see p, 18.) 
By W. H. MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 
By OUIDA. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. 
Bv CHARLES READE, 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
32 lilustrations by M. B, HEWERDINE, 
‘It is Never Too Lateto Mend.’ 

By PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 
Prose Works. 2 vols.. with 2 Ports. 
Poetical Works. 2 vols., with 2 Plates. 


Selected by FRANK SIDGWICK, 
and [ilustrated in Colours by BYAM SHAW. 
Ballads and bet delet of Love. 
Historical and Legendary Ballads 


CHATTO & WINDUS, Q7 & 
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ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY—continued. 


In pocket size, cloth, as. net per Vol.; 
leather, lt to, as. Gd, net per Vol, 
By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, 
An Iniand Yoyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
The Silverado Squarters, 
Memories and Portraits. 
Virginibus Puerisque. . 
Men and sooks. 
New Arabian Nights. 
Across the Plains. 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the South Seas. 
Essays of Travel. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
Tales and Fantasies, 
The Art of Writing. 
Poems. 
Lay Morals, etc. 
By H, A. TAINE. 


99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—cont 


*tr. 


SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS—cont. 
Volumes published or tn preparation. 


Lodge's Rosalynde’: the 
original of Shakespeare's ‘As 
You Like It. Edited by W. W. 
GREG, M.A, (Ready. 


*+2, Greene’s ‘ Pandosto,’ or ‘ Doras- 


History of English Literature, in 


With 32 Portraits. 


4 Vou. 
By TCHEHOV. 


Tales. Transiated by CONSTANCE GAR- 


NETrT. Six Vols, Now ready. 
By MARK TWAIN.—Sketches. 
By WALTON and COTION. 
The Complete Angler. 
By WALT WHILMAN, 


tus and Fawnia’: the original 
of Shakespeare's ‘ Winter’s 
Tale.’ Ed. by P.G. THOMAS. [Ready. 


. Brooke’s Poem of‘ Romeus and 
Juliet’: the original of Shake- 
speare’s ‘Romeo and Juliet.’ 
Edited by P. A. DANIEL, Modernised 
and re-edited by J. J. MUNRO. ([Ready. 


4.‘The Troublesome Reign of 
King John’: the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as ‘King John. 
Edited by Dr. F. J. FURNIVALL and 
JOHN MUNRO, M.A. {[Ready. 


5,6. ‘The History of Hamlet’: 
With other Documents illustrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare’s Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the LEGEND OF 
HAMLET by Prot. I. GOLLANCZ, 


“+7. °The Play of King Leir and His 


Poems. Selected and Edited by W. M. 


RoOssETYY. With Portrait. 


SANGORSKI (ALBERTO), 
Feap. 4to, 


Books Illuminated by. 


Jap. vellum, 3s. 6d. neteach; parchment 


wilt, with silk ties, Gs, net each. 


Prayers Written at Vailima by 


ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON, 
The Sermon on the Mount. 


Three Daughters’: the old play 
on the subjeat of King Lear, 
Edited by SIDNEY LEE, D.Litt. [Ready. 


*t8, ‘Phe Taming of a Shrew’: 


Being the old play used by Shakespeare 
in.‘The Taming of the Shrew,’ Edited 
by Professor F,S. Boas, M.A, [Ready. 


*to, The Sources and Analogues of 


Morte d'Arthur, by LorD TENNYSON. 


SCOTT (CYRIL).—The Celestiat' 


Aftermath. 


Pott gto, cloth, 5s, net. 


LaRGE PAPER EDITION, limited to 50a 


copies, signed by the Author, 21s, net. 


Peter Schlemih]. By A.VON CHAMISSO. 
Illustrated by GORDON BROWNE, Demy 


8vo, Cloth, 2s, net. 


SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 


Part I, 


The Old-Spelling SHAKESPEARE. 
Edited by F, J. KURNIVALL, M.A, D.Litt, 
and F. W. CLARKE. M.A. Demy 8vo, cl., 


2s, Od. net each Plav. 


Of some of the 


plays a Library Edition may be had 


at 5s, net each. A 


on upplication. 


hst of volumes 


Part IT. 
The SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS. 


Small crown S8vo, quarter-bound antique 
grey boards, 2s. 6d. net per vol.; those 
marked ¢ may also be had in velvet 
eee at 4s. net ; and those marked * 
on large paper, half parchment, ss. net, 
eer vol. Each votume with lrontispiece. 
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‘A MidsummerNight’s Dream.’ 
Edited by FRANK SIDGWICK, (Ready. 


‘The Famous Wictories of 
Henry Y.’ 


rr, ‘The Menechmi’: the original 
of Shakespeare’s ‘Com or 
Errors.’ Latin text, with the Eliza- 
bethan Translation. Edited by W. H. D. 
Rows, Litt.D, [Ready 


‘Promos and Cassandra’: 
the source of ‘Measure for 
Measure.’ 


13, ‘Apollonius and Silla’: the 
source of ‘ Twelfth Night,’ Edited by 
MORTON LUCE, [Ready. 


14. ‘The First Part of the Conten- 
tion betwixt the two famous 
Houses of York and Lancas- 
ter,’ and ‘The True Tragedy of 
Richard, Duke of York's: the 
Originals of the second and third parts of 
‘King Henry VI.’ 


15. The Sources of ‘The Tempest.’ 


16, The Sources of ‘Cymbeline.’ 


17, The Sources and Analo 
of ‘The Merohant of Yenice.’ 
Edited by Prefeeser 1, GOLLANCZ, 


TQ, 


12, 
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SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—cont. 


18, Romantic Tales: the sources of 
‘fhe Two Gentlemen of Verona,’ * Merry 
Wives” ‘Much Ado about Nothing,’ 
‘All’s Well that Ends Well.’ 


"tra, 20 Shakespeare's Plutarch: the 
sources of ‘ Julius Caesar, * Antony and 
Cleopatra.’ *Coriolanus,’ and ‘Timon,’ 
Ed, C. F. TUCKER BROOKE, M.A. [Ready. 


Part IJ, 


THE LAMB SHAKESPEARE 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
With Mlustrations and Music. Based on 
MARY AND CHARLFS LAMb’s TALES FROM 
SHAKESPEARI:;, and edited by Professor 
I, GOLLANCZ, who has inserted within 
the prose setting those scenes and 
passages from the Plays with which 
the young reader should early become ac- 
quainted. The Music arranged by T. 
MASKELL HARDY, Imperiai16mo, cloth, 
as, 6d. net per vol, ; leather, 25. 6d. net per 
yol.; School Edit., linen, 1s, net per vol. 


1. Phe Tempest. 
Ii. As You Like It. 
Il. A Midsummer Night’s Dream. 
1V. The Merchant cf Vonice. 
V. The Winter’s Tale. 
VI. Twelfth Night. 
Vil. Cymbeline, 
Vill. Romeoand Juliet. 
IX, Macbeth. 
X. Much Ado About Nothing. 


XI. Life of Shakespeare for the 
Young. By Prot. I, GOLLANCZ. 
(Preparing. 


XH,4n Evening with Shake- 

speare: 10 Dramatic Yableaux for 
Young People, with Music by T. 
MASKELL Harby, and Illustrations. 
Cloth, 2s, net; leather, 3s. 6a, net; 
linen, 1s. 6d. net. 


PART IV, 
SHAKESPEARE’S ENGLAND. 


A series of volumes illustrative of the 
life, thought, and letters of England in the 
line of Shakespeare. 


Robert Laneham’s Letter, describing 
> part of the Entertaiument given to 
Queen Elizabeth at Keni! worth Castle in 
1575. With Introduction by Dr, FURNI- 
VALL, and Lliustrations, Demy 8vo, 


cloth, 5s. net. 


The Rogues and Vagabonds of 
Shakespeare’s Youth: reprints ot 
Awdeley's ‘Fraternitye of Vacabondes,’ 
Harman's ‘Caveat for CommoncCursetors,’ 
Parson Haben’s or Hyberdyne’s ‘ Sermon 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,’ &c. 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In- 
Py abe by EpWAR) VILES and Dr, 
F VALL, Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s, net. 


SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—cont?. 
SHAKESPEARE’'S ENGLAND—cont. 


Shakespeare’s Holinshed: a reprint 
of all the passages in Holinshed's 
‘Chronicle’ of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 
Notes. Edited by W. G. BOSWELL 
STONE. Royal 8vo, cloth, ros, 6d, net. 


The Shakespeare Allusion Book. 
Reprints of ail references to Shakespeare 
and hisWorks before the close of the r7th 
century, collected by Dr, INGLEBY, Miss 
1. TOULMIN SMITH, Dr. FURNIVALL, and 
J. J. Munro, Two vols,, royal 8vo, cloth, 
2is, net. 


The Book of Elizabethan Verse. 
Edited with Notes by WILLIAM 
STANLEY BRAITHWAITE. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette, Small crown 8yo 
cloth, 3s. 6d, net ; vellum gilt, 12s, 6d. net, 


SHELLEY’S (PERCY BYSSHE) 
Complete Works in VERSE (2 Vols.) and 
PROSE (2 Vols.), each with Frontispiece, 
Edited by RICHARD HERNE SHEPHERD, 
St. Martins LIBRARY Edition. Pott 
$vo, cloth, 3s. net per vol.; leather gill, 
4s. 6d. net per vol. 

#y* Alsoan Edition in 5 vols. cr. &ea, cloth, 35.6.7, 
net per voi, m which the POETICAL WoRKS 
form 3 vols, and tbe PROSE WORKS 2 Vols. 

See also under FLORENCE PREsS BOOKS, 
page 30, 


SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD 
BRINSLEY) Complete Works 
Edited by F.STAINFORTH, With Portrait 
and Memoir. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


ah a ce a 


SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 


The Purple Cloud, Crown Svo, cioth, 
3s. 6d. net. 


Untothe Third Generation. Cr.8vo, 
cloth, 6s, net. 


SIGNBOARDS: The History of, . 
from the Earliest Times; including 
Famous Tavernsand Remarkable CHarac- 
ters. By Jacos Larwoop and J. ©. 
Ho?rren. With 95 Illustrations, Crown 
$vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, 


SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by. 


Crown $8vo, picture cover, Ts. net each; cloth, 


1s. 6d, net each. 


The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 
Dagonet Ditties. 

Life We Live. 

Young Mrs. Caudle. 

Li Tingo? London, 
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SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by—cont. {SPALDING (Kenneth J.).\— A 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. Pilgrim’s Way, Fcap. 4to, 3s. 6d. net. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 

Mary Jane Married. SPANISH ISLAM: A History of 

Rogues and Vagabonds. the Moslemsin Spain, By REINHART 

Anna of the Underworld. anaes Translated, with Biographical 

. Witha F : ntroduction and additional Notes, by 

eters a ieee 7S rte ase F, G. StoKES. With Frontispiece and 


For Life—and After. Map. Royal 8vo, buckram, 21s. net. 


Once upon a Christmas Time. — 


: JRL; : 
With 81 iustrations Dy CHAS. GREEN, R.1 ‘SPEIGHT (EB. E.).—The Galleon 
In London's Heart. of Torbay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net 
&K Blind Marriage. ELIE 


Without the Limelight. 


me ee 


The Small-part Lady. SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 
Biographs of Babylon. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

The Mystery of Mary Anne. Her Ladyship. 

His Wife’s Revenge. The Grey Monk: 

Tinkletop’s Crime. The Master of Trenance. 
Dramas of Life. The Secret of Wyvern Towers. 
Zeph. Doom of Siva. 

Ring o’ Bells. As it was Written 

Dagonet Abroad. The Web of Fate. 


Experiences of Mr. Yerschoyle. 


POPULAR EUVITIONS, med, 8vo, 9d. net each. 
Stepping Blindfold. 


Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. , 


Rogues and Yagabonds. SPIELMANN (MRS. M. HL), 
Hom the Poor Live; ane Horrible Books by. 
ndon. Cr. 8vo, leatherette, 1s. net 
: f pie ‘| Margery Redford and her Friends. 
Dagonet Dramas. Crown 8vo, ts. net. uitn derail by GORDON BROWNE. 
Large crown 8vo, cioth, 5s. net. 


SLADEN (DOUGLAS).—A Jap-| The Rainbow Book: Sixteen 
anese Marriage. Med. 8vo, 9d. nei. Tales of Fun and Fanoy. Wits 
37 liustrations by ARTHUR RACKHAM, 


HUGH THOMEON and other artists. Large 


SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His- crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 


torical and Anecdotal, Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 


‘SPY’ (FORTY YEARS OF), by 
SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE: Mrs. | LESLIE WARD. W thover 150 Lilus- 


S tralious atter Portraits and Caricatures 
Maxwell Armfield), Novels by. by the Author, Demy 8Svo, cloth, 7s. od. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, net. 
Serwice. With Frontispiece, 
| 


STATHAM (H. HEATHCOTE). 
—Whatis Music? With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, cioth, 3s, 6d. net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. each. 


Mothers and Fathers. Frontispiece. | 
Commoners’ Rights, With8 /llustra., 
tugns by MAXWELL ARMFIELD. ee 


Una and the Lions. STEDMAN (E. C.).—Victorian. 


See also The Flower Book, p. ro. | Poets, Crown 8vo, cloth, 9s. net. 


—— ee — a 


SNAITH (J. C.).—The Coming. sTpRNE (LAU RENCE).— 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, A Sentimental ees ai 89 

arab pda eee ee hang 

0 rai e rr. 9, , S$. e ; 

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).— post 8vo, cleth, 3s. oct; sealer: 4s. 6d. 
Songs of Adieu. «te, Jep. Vel., 5s. net. net. 
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: OUIS), |STEYENSON (R. L.)}—sontinued. 

oe (R L IS), Prayers Written at Wailima. 
Virginibus Puerisque, and other Post 8vo, bds., 15, 6d. net ; leather, 2s, net. 
Papers. FLORENCE PRESS EDITION, Also a MINIATURE EDITION in yapp, 2s. 
With 12 Illustrations in Coloured Collo- net. ; and the EDITION DE Luxk, Ilium, 
type bv NURMAN WILKINSON, Cr. 4to, by A. SANGORSKI in gold and colours, 
bds., £2 12s. 6d, net; vellum, £3 35. Het. feap. gto, Jap. vel., gilt top, 3s. 6d. net. ; 

Stevenson’s Poems; Coimplcte Edition. parch, giit, with ties, 6s. net. 


Printed in the Fiorence Type. Small] wey Brabian Nights. Popurar 

fcap. 4to, gilt top, 12s. 6d. net. EDITION, medium es gi net. 

The Suicide Club; and The Rajah’sa 
Diamond. From NEW ARABIAN 
NIGH'S.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
HENNESSY, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


Crown 8vo, buckram. 6s. net each. 
Travels with a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 
An Inland Yoyage. With a Frontis- 
piece by WALTER CRANE, 
Familiar Studios of Men & Books. 
The Silwerado Squatters. 
New Arabian Nights. 
The Merry Men. 
Lay Morals, &c. 
Underwoods: Poems. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Virginibus Puerisque. 
Ballads. 
Songs of Travel. 
Prince Otto. 
Across the Plains. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
In the South Seas. 
Essays of Travel. 
Tales and Fantasies. 
Essays in the Art of Writing. 
Records of a Family of Engineers 
None and Variant Read- 
ngs. 


The above books are also issued ina FINy 
PaPER EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, 35, net 
each ; leather, 4s. 6d. net, with the excep- 
tion of ‘Underwoods’ and ‘ Ballads, 
which are printed in rvol. together with 
‘Songs of Travel,’ under the title of 
‘Poems, ‘Records of a Family of 
Engineers’ is published at 65. net only. 


16mo. decorated cloth, 1s. net each, 
The Sire de Malétroit’s Door. 
A Lodging for the Night. 
The Waif Woman. 
On the Choice of a Profession. 


The Pavilion on the Links. With 
Iilustrations bs GORDON BROWNE, R.I. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. net, 

The Stevenson Reader. Post 8vo, 
cl., 2s. 6d, net; buckram, gilt top, 3s. 6d, 
net: SCHOOL EDITION, cloth, ts. 6d. net. 

The Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas 
sages, 16mo, cl., 3s. net; leather, 4s, 6d. 
net. 

Brave Words about Death. Selected 
from the Writings of Stevenson, Pott 
Svo, decorated cuver, 15s, et. 


a 


R. L. Stevenson: A Study. By H. B. 
BAILDOX, Crown S8vo, buckram, §s. net. 
Recoliections of R. L. Stevenson 
in the Pacific. By ARTHUR JOHN- 
STONE, Cr, Svo, buckram, 6s, net. 
STOCKTON (FRANK R,).—The 
Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 Liiustrations, Crown 8vo, cioth, 3s. 6d. 


ci RR NT 


STOKES (FRANCIS GRIFFIN). 
Translated and Edited by : 
Epistola Obscurorum YVirorum. 


A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 
Cojioured Front. and numerous Illus. by 


A.§. Boyp. Cr. 8vo. buckram, 5s. net Roya: 8vo, buckram, 25«. net, 


Spanish Isiam: a History of the 
Moslems in Spain. By R“INHART 
Dozx¥. Royal $vo, buckram, 21s. net. 


STONE (CHRISTOPHER), 
Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. net each. 
They also Serye. 
The Shoe of a Horse. 


The Noise of Life. 3s. 6d. net. 
STOTT (BEATRICE).—Christian 


Derrick. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


STRACHEY (LYTTON).—Emi- 
nent Victorians. With 6 Portraits. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, Los. 6d. net. 


en 
STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net each. 
The Man Apart. 
The Little God’s Drum. 


Large crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each ; 
parchment, 75.67. net each ; or, LARGE 
PAPER EDITIONS, vel., 12s, 6d. net each. 


An Inland Voyage. Illustrated in 
Colour by NOEL KOOKE. 


Travels with a Donkey in the 
Gevennes Illustrated in Colour by 
"NOEL RUOKE, 


K Child’s Garden of Verses. [!lus- 
trated in Colour by MILLICENT Sow- 
ERBY. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net; 
LARGE PAPER ED.. parchmt,, Ios, 6d. net. 


Long feap, 8vo, quarter-cloth, 15, net each, 
Father Damien. 
Talk and Talkers. 


A Christmas Sermon. Post 8vo,bds., 
is, Gd. net. Also a MINIATURB EDITION 
in yapp, 2s. net. | 


s 
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STRUTT (JOSEPH).—The|JTENNYSON (CHARLES).— 


Sports and Pastimes of the People Cambridge from Within. I!lusts. by 
England. With 140 Illustrations, HARRY MORLEY, Dy, 8vo, cl,, 5s. net. 
Crown 8vu, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


—_ | THACKERAY |W. M.).—The Ro 
STUART (H. LONGAN), Novels and The rian oes by ase 


by. Crown avo, cict, 6s. net each, BROWNE. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net. 
Weeping Cross. The Pocket Thackeray. Arranged 
Fenelia. by A. H. HYATT. 16mo, cloth, 3s. net; 


leather, gilt top, 4s. 6d, net. 


STUCKENBERG (VIGGO).—By | TOT 
the Wayside. Translated trom the THOMPSON (FRANCIS). The 
Danish and illustrated by Una Hook. Hound of Heaven, Ten Drawings 
Small feap, gtu, boards, 3s. 6d. net. Iilustrating, by FRIDESWITH HUDDART, 
Royal gto, boards, 7s. 6d. net. Also 5a 
copies on parchment. 


SUTRO (ALFRED). — The 
Foolish Virgins; cp. 8vo, cloth, 

Is. 6d. net. THOREAU : HisLife and Aims. 
$$$ By H. a. PAGE. Post 8vo, buckrain, 


SWIFT’S (Dean) Choice Works, 35. 6d. 
in Prose and Verse. Cr. 8vo, cl.,3s. 6d, net. : 


Jonathan Swift: A Study. By J.|TIMBS (JOHN), Works by. 
CHURTON COLLINS, Cr, 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. net. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
bs and Club Life in Londons. 


ee 
FRANK With 41 Illustrations. 
= Meee: a oe C nae ’| English Eccentrics and Eicoen- 


The Young Idea. tricities. With 48 Illustrations. 
The Casement. la SS ee 
ane Merry ent TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 


. by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
SYRETT (NETTA), Novels by.| whe way We Live Now. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. Frau Frohmann. 
Anne Page. Marion Fay. 
A Castile of Dreams. The Land-Leafguers. 
Olivia L. Caraw. Mr. Scarborough’s Family. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net each, John Ser Nenes: 


Drender’s Daughter. ‘= 2 
| 


The Endless Journey, &c. 

iphinaa samen. y TU RKIS H PROBLEM, The. 

Barbara of the Thorn. Translated from the French by WINI- 
FRED STEPHENS, Crown 80, cloth, 


Troublers of the Peace. 5s. net. 5s. net. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 9d. net, 
Anne Page. 

Olivia L. Carew. 

Three Women. 8vo, cloth, 6s. net each. 


eS eT a. ee — Mark Twain’s Library ofHumour. 


TWAIN’S (MARK) Books. 
UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 


‘“TAINE’S History of English With 197 Ulustrations by E. W. KEMBLE. 
Literature, ‘Trans. by HENRY vant Laun.| Roughing It: and The Innocents 
Four Vols., with 32 Portraits, pott 8vo. at Home. With 200 Illustrations by 
cloth, 3s. uet each; leather, gilt top, F, A. FRASER, 
4s. 6d. net each. The American Claimant. With 81 


Illustrations by HAL HORST and others. 


TCHEHOV (ANTON).—Tales} Pudd’nhead Wilson. With Portrait 
translated from the Russian by and Six Illustrations by Lours LOEB. 
Constance Garnett. Six vols| *¥he Adventuresof Tom Sawyer. 
now ready, [. The Darling. etc. II. With 111 Illustrations. 


ape Duel, etc, WI. The Lady with th : 
. etc, IV. The Party, ate Vv. The Tom Sawyer Bes With 26 


ife, etc. VI. The Witch, -ete. Pott IUustrations by DAN BEARD. 
500, cloth, 3s. met; leather, 4 ich pci] Tosa Sawyer, Detective. With Port- 
each. *ATranip Abroad. With 314 Llusts. 
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TWAIN (MARK)—continued. 

*The Innocents Abroad; and The 
New Pilgrim’s Progress. With 
234 Illusts. (The 2s. 6d. edition is also 
known as MARK TWAIN’S PLEASURE 
TRIP.) 

*The Gilded Age. By MARK TWAIN 
and C.D. WARNER. With 212 lusts. 

*The Prince and the Pauper 
With 390 Illustrations. 

* Lifeon the Mississippi. 300 Illusts, 

*The Adventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. 174 Iilusts. by KE. W. KEMBLE. 

°A Yankee at the Court oi King 
Arthur. 220 lllusts. by DAN Beard, 

*The Stolen White Elephant. 

*The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. 

A Double-barrelled Detactive 
Story. With 7 llustrations. 

Personal Recollections of Joan of 
Ara. With 12 lusts, by F. V. Du Monp, 

More Tramps Abroad. 

The Man that Corrupted Hadloy- 
burg. With Frontispicce. 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 
With Life, Portrait, aud Illustrations, 

®,° The Books marked ® may be had in post 

8vo, cl., without Illustrations, at 3s. 6d. 
net each. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, meditim 8vo, gd. net each. |" 


Tom Sawyer.| A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
Huckleberry Finn. 


Mark Twain’s Sketches. Pott 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. net ; leather. gilt top, 4s. 6d. net; 
post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


Mark Twain’s Letters. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 18s. net. 


TYTLER (SARAH), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackhall Ghosts. 
What She Came Through. 
The Macdonald Lass. 
The Witch-Wife. 
Rachel Langton. 
Sapphira. 
Mrs. Carmichael’s Goddesses: 
& Honeymoon’s Eclipse. 
A Young Dragon. 
Three Men of Mark: 
In Clariasa’s Day. 
Sir David’s Visitors. 
The Poet and His Guardian Angei 


UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 
The Queen against Owen. Crown 
8yvo, el., 3s. 6d. net. 


The Phantom Torpedo-Boat-. 
Crown 8va, cloth, 3s, od; ret, 


Two vols. 


. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


tt cee ee nemtn Ce eee eee: 


VAN VORST (MARIE).—Fairfax 
and his Pride, Crown &8vo, cicth, 6s. 
net. 


Se a See ee tone 
iVICENZA (The PAINTERS of). 


By TANCRED BORENIUS. W5th 1s full- 
page Plates. Demy S8vo, cloth, 7s. 62. net. 


[OLIN TONE. By Hivatco Mova 


and TOWRY PIPER. Cr. 8vo, cl., Ss. net, 
iVIZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 
Books by. 


A Path of Thorns. 
net. 


V 


Cr. 8vo, cloth 6s. 


The True Story of Alsaae- 
Lorraine, With Mop. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 1as, 62. net. 


The Court of the Tuileries, 1852, 
1870, Demy &vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


Jn Seven Lands. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
12s, 6a. net. 


WALTON and COTTON’S 


Complete Angler. Pott 8vo, cloth | 
3s. wet; leather, gui top, 4s. 6d. net. 


WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 


Joan, the Curate. 
The Heart of a Girl. 
Yom Dawson. 

The Youngest Miss Brown. 
A Fight to a Finish. 

The Old House at the Corner, 
Love and Lordship. 

What Gught She to Do? 
My Lady of Whirns. 


With 8 Ilusts, 


Tom Dawson. Nedium 8vo, 9d. net. 


WARRANT to Execute Charles I. 

With the 59 Signatures and Seals, 2s. net, 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
of Scots. 2s, net. 


vow woe 


Aaticipations of a World Peace. 
Selected and abbreviated trom ‘In the 
Fourth Year,’ Crowa §vo, paper, ts. 34, 


;  #Nb 
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WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 


Trust-Money. 

A Woman Tempted Him. 
For Honour and Life. 
Her Two Millions. 

Two Pinches of Snuff. 
With the Red Eagle. 

& Red Bridal. 

Nigel Fortescue. 

Ben OGlough. 

Birch Dene. 

Sons of Belial. 

Strange Crimes. 

Her Ladyship’s Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norbreck’s Trust. 
A Queer Race. 

Red Ryvington. 

Roy of Roy's Court. 

As Luok would have it. 
As a Man Sows. 

The Old Bank. 

Dr. Wynne's Revenge. 
The Sacred Crescents. 
A Very Queer Business. 


With the Red Eagle, Med. 8vo, 92. net. 


WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 
& Forbidden Name. 
Mazeppa. 
Many Ways of Love. With8 Illusts. 
Near the Tsar, near Death. 


WHITMAN (WALT), Poems by. 
Selected by W.M. ROSSETTI. Pott gto, 
cloth, 3s. net ; leather, qs. 6d. net. 


Drum Taps. Small gto; decorated 
oover, Is. net, 


WHITWORTH (GEOFFREY).— 
The Art of Nijinsky. Illustrated in 
Colour’ by DORUTHY MULLOCK. 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


Father Noah: and Other Fanoles. 
Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. net. 


WILDE (LADY).—The Ancient 


Legends, Charms, and Superstitions 
of reland. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net, 


Post 


WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU).— 


The Chemistry of ~ C 
geo cloths aoe Cookery. Crown 


WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by: 


Leisure-Time Studies, With Illustra- 
tions, Crown 8vo, cloth. gs. net. 


Common Accidents, and how to 
Treat Them. Cr, 8vo, cloth, Ls. net ; 
Paper cover, 6d. net. 


WOLSELEY (LADY).—Women 


and the Land. Cr. Svo, cloth, §s. net. 


WRAGGE (CLEMENT L.).— 
The Romance of the South Seas. 
With 84 Lliusts. Cr, 8vo. cl., 6s. net. 


WRAY (RuGER).—Madcaps and 


Madmen. Crown 8v |, cloth, 5s. net. 


ZIMMERN (ALFRED E.)—Na- 


tionality and Government. Demy 
8vo, cloth, 1as. 6d. net. 


ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 
UNIFORM EDITION, Mostly Translated or 
Edited, with Introductions, by ERN«&ST 
A, VIZETELLY, Cr, 8vo, cl,, 35, 6d, net each, 

His Masterpiece. 

The Joy of Life. . 

Germinal. 

Tnerdse Raquin 

The Honour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret’s Transgression. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 

The Conyuest of Plaasans. 

The Dram-Shop. 

The Fat and the Thin, 

Money. 

His Excellency. 

The Dream, 

The Downfall. 

Doctor Pascal. 

Lourdes. 

Rome, 

Paris. 

Fruit fulness. 

Work. 

Truth. 

The Downfall. WAR EDITION, Cx. 8v0. 
cloth, 2s, net. 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, od, net 

eacn. 


Abbé Mouret’s Transgression. 
The For.une of the Kougons. 
Lourdes. 

Rome, 

Paris. 

The Downfall 

Money. 

The Dramshop. 

The Joy of Life. 

Germinal. 

Tnérose Raquin. 

Dr. Pasoal. 
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